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Operation Icecap! 


You’ve seen them on television — Troy Tempest, ‘Phones’, 
Atlanta, and the bewitching Marina. 


You’ve thrilled to the adventures of Stingray of the World 
Aquanaut Security Patrol, and shuddered at the villainy of 


Titan, X2-Zero and the monstrous aquaphibians. 


Now for the first time you can read of their exciting 


adventures, and you will be enthralled! 


This edition is based on Gerry Anderson's TV series, Stingray, 
produced by A.P. Films Ltd, Slough. 
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EDITOR’S NOTE 


Stand-by for action... 
Anything can happen in the next half-hour! 


Set in the year 2065, Stingray is a science fiction series about the World 
Aquanaut Security Patrol (WASP), an organisation which tries to keep the 
peace beneath the Sea in the 21st Century. 


Stingray : The WASPS’ most advanced submarine, piloted by Troy 
gray 


Tempest. 


Marineville : Main base of the World Aquanaut Security Patrol, located 
on the Pacific coast of America. This is the base from which the submarine 
Stingray operates. In an emergency, the base installations can descend into 


an underground silo for protection against attack from the skies. 


Titanica : An underwater city in the Pacific, ruled by Titan, leader of the 
Aquaphibians—the deadliest of the various underwater races hostile to 
man. Titan’s most powerful weapons are his Terror Fish, killer submarines 


disguised as giant fish; also known as mechanical fish. 


Aquatraz : Titan’s undersea prison (a spoof of the most famous prison of 
the 1960s, Alcatraz). 


Commander Shore : The WASP officer in charge of Marineville. Confined 
to his hover-chair due to injuries sustained in a disaster at sea. 





Atlanta : His glamorous daughter. Until the arrival of Marina, she was 
Troy’s regular girlfriend. 


Troy Tempest : Captain of Stingray. Bears a striking resemblance to the 
handsome film star James Gamer. Ever dashing and heroic. Women 
inevitably fall madly in love with him. 


‘Phones’ Sherridan : Navigator and hydrophones operator on Stingray. 
Hails from the Deep South, and consequently speaks with the accent of a 
Southern gentleman. 


Marina : The third member of the Stingray crew. A beautiful mystery, she 
comes from beneath the Sea, where Troy rescued her from Titan. Though 
unable to speak, this only adds to her air of mystery. She and Atlanta 
engage in a (mostly) friendly rivalry for Troy’s affections. 


Titan : Ruler of the undersea city of Titanica. The most powerful of 
Marineville’s enemies, Titan schemes to become master of both the land 
and the sea. Always refers to the humans as “Terraineans’, because they 
come from the ‘terrain’ (i.e. dry land). 


Surface Agent X2-Zero : Titan’s surface agent in Marineville. He lives in a 
house on the Island of Lemoy, across the bay from Marineville, from where 
he spies on the base and reports to Titan on Stingray’s activities. His voice 
is a spoof impersonation of the distinctive sinister tones of Hollywood film 
star Peter Lorre. He provides much of the show’s comedy. 


Note : Set in America, but with a mainly British cast, most of the characters 
affect a ‘mid-Atlantic’ accent. 
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CHAPTER 1 


Ocean Mystery 


FIVE HUNDRED MILES west by north of Cape Horn, the World Aquanaut 
Security Patrol vessel Stingray glided like a giant blue and yellow and grey 
fish through the dark silent depths of the south Pacific. 

Captain Troy Tempest, sitting before his instrument bank in the main 
control cabin, suppressed a yawn. 

“Okay, Phones!” he said with a weary grin at his friend and hydrophone 
operator, Lieutenant Lee Sherridan. “That’s the limit of our patrol. Let’s 
burn up the knots back to Marineville... Rate Six!” 

“Rate Six it is, Troy!” Phones said. 

The powerful twin atomic hydrojet motors sent the super submarine 
hurtling through the ocean at the maximum speed of six hundred knots, 
which it would maintain with ease hour after hour until it reached the base 
of the famous underwater corps, popularly known as the WASPS, on the 
western seaboard of the United States. 

“Things are kind of quiet lately,” Troy went on, relaxing in his seat and 
thumbing his gold-braided cap back on his crisp dark hair. “Too darned 
quiet for my liking. Even our old headache Titan seems to be taking a 
vacation.” 

“Hold it, Troy!” Phones broke in urgently, leaning forward to adjust the 
controls of the sound scanner. Instantly Troy was alert. “What is it, 


Phones?” 


“A UFO, I guess.” The operator eased his earphones, his craggy face set 
in a frown of concentration. “I’m picking up a strange echo.” 

Troy’s pulses quickened, as they always did when Phones reported the 
presence near them of an Unidentified Floating Object, as they called it in 
the service. You never knew what it might be, from a weird creature from 
the deeps to a... 

“Something big!” Phones grunted. 

“This is whale territory.” 

“It’s no whale—unless it’s swallowed a tin Jonah! The scanner dial says 
it’s metallic.” 

Troy’s blue eyes narrowed. “Could be one of Titan’s mechanical fish. 
Cut to cruising rate. Stand by for defensive action.” 

The speed dropped to a hundred knots. Out of the corner of his eye, 
Troy saw Marina, the mysterious girl from the sea who was the third 
member of the Stingray crew, come forward from the standby lounge to his 
shoulder, peering into the long swathe of light which the searchlight beam 
was cutting through the darkness ahead. 

“Reading still the same, Phones?” he asked. 

“Yes. But I don’t think it’s a terror fish, Troy. It’s stationary—and in 
open water.” 

“I get what you mean. Titan’s aquaphibians would be coming in to 
attack us mighty fast—or skulking in ambush behind a rock outcrop where 
our scanners couldn’t pick ’em up. Could be an uncharted wreck, although 
they’re mighty rare these days. We’d better log it.” 

Marina suddenly gripped his shoulder and pointed eagerly ahead. 

All Troy could see was a shoal of rainbow-coloured fish which twisted 
and turned like gaudy leaves in the glare of the searchlight and then darted 
away into the gloom beyond, like a flock of tiny frightened sheep. 


But Troy didn’t doubt there was something else out there, something 
that the big liquid brown eyes of Marina alone could see. They could 
penetrate the ocean depths from which she had come in a way that the eyes 
of no surface human’s could. 

“What is it, Marina?” he asked. 

Marina was dumb, but since Troy had rescued her from Titan, the evil 
ruler of the underwater city of Titanica, who had made her his slave, they’d 
developed an understanding that enabled her to communicate some of her 
thoughts to him. 

She shook her head and made a sign, her lovely face clouded with 
doubt. 

“You don’t know, huh? Well, if it’s got you guessing, it sure must be 
something worth investigating.” 

Marina interrupted him, gesturing urgently towards the instrument bank. 

“Guess she wants the searchlight switched off, Phones.” 

As the brilliant light was cut off, the darkness ahead of the super sub 
seemed even more intense—and then Phones gave a startled cry. 

“There it is, Troy! What in the name of Neptune!” 

Through the darkness had appeared two great round eyes glowing with 
a pale blue light. Observation ports, Troy thought. Behind them faint light 
ringed a dim bulk like a diffused halo. Troy estimated it was at least twenty 
feet across. 

“Stand by!” he snapped. “It’s some kind of underwater craft. None of 
our vessels should be in this area. Order it to identify itself, Phones.” 

But there was no response to Phones’s hydrophone challenge, no 
reaction at all from the strange object which hung there like some gigantic 
electric fish that had come up from the great depths of the ocean. 
“Searchlight again!” Troy ordered. 


This time the object was within the range of the powerful beam. Troy 
stared at it suspended there, motionless as if dangling on an invisible cable 
from above. 

“Looks like one of those flying saucers that raised a space ship scare in 
the nineteen forties and fifties,” Phones said wonderingly. 

“Get it on the video screen,” Troy told him. “Circle it at a hundred feet. 
We’ ll take no chances, until we know what it is. Could be a trick of 
Titan’s.” 

“Sure could, Troy! Chock full of explosives like an old time mine and 
when we get near enough—Wham! Exit the pride of the WASPS!” 

As the image of the strange craft appeared on the video scanner screen, 
Troy regarded it curiously. 

It did have a faint resemblance to the legendary flying saucers of a 
century before. He’d seen many illustrations of them in the histo-films. 

But now he could see it in more detail he thought it was rather like a 
giant hump-backed crab or a turtle without a head. Where the head would 
have been were two wide-spaced large round ports that looked like eyes 
and, below each of these, twin appendages like pincer claws hung down on 
jointed metal arms—for underwater construction work and to retrieve 
objects from the ocean bed, he assumed. 

As Stingray slowly circled it, Troy saw other smaller ports emitting that 
same eerie light and at the rear a series of vents not unlike a bank of hydro- 
jets. 

It was unlike anything in use at the present time, either by the WASPS 
or the world undersea exploration organisations. 

Then recollection stirred in Troy’s mind. Like all WASP personnel he 


had made an intensive study of oceanography and the efforts of men over 


the centuries to conquer the vast depths which even in this year of 2065 
were still largely a mystery. 

“Guess you’re not far off the target, Phones,” he said. “I believe it is a 
saucer. Not a flying saucer, but a diving saucer. Remember the Deepstar?” 

“Sure! That was way back in the nineteen-sixties, wasn’t it? A guy 
named Captain Cousteau invented the first diving saucer.” 

“Yes. He was one of the co-inventors of the first aqualung swim suit.” 

“But Deepstars haven’t been used for at least fifty years, Troy, and if 
this one’s been floating around down here all that time why hasn’t it got 
barnacles on?” 

“Your guess is as good as mine. But I don’t believe it’s a true Deepstar. 
Something odd about it. What metal’s it made of?” 

Phones adjusted the scanner controls, and studied the spectrograph 
reading. 

“Seems to be a kind of alloy. Like bronze, and yet—” 

“The Deepstars weren’t made of bronze. This is getting mighty 
intriguing, Phones. I’m going out to take a closer look. Take over Stingray!” 

Troy put on his scuba swim gear, a development of the early aqualung 
gear with special high helium content gas cylinders that enabled WASP 
members to operate freely at immense depths that would have killed the 
pioneer deep-sea explorers in their primitive equipment. 

As he was about to enter the airlock, Marina put a hand on his arm, 
looking up at him with mute appeal in her eyes. 

He grinned and patted her hand. 

“Sure, Marina, I’ll look out for trouble. You still figure this could be a 
trick of Titan’s, a sort of cheese in the mousetrap?” 


She made signs to him. 


“Tf it’s been drifting around so long why hasn’t it been discovered 
before? Well, I guess it’s way out on the limit of our patrol area, and maybe 
that’s one of the things I can find out.” 

Troy looked at Phones. “Keep close tabs on me, Phones, just in case 
Marina’s hunch is right. Guess I’m no match single-handed for a shoal of 
Titan terror fish.” Troy swam warily towards the mystery vessel. There was 
a tight feeling in the pit of his stomach. He always got the feeling, even 
after years in the service, when he was venturing into the unknown. Fear? 
Excitement? He’d never been able to make up his mind yet what it was. 
Maybe a mixture of both. 

But if this was a trap laid for Stingray by Titan... He swam clear of the 
head of the vessel with its twin ports. The faint bluish light that had been 
coming from them was invisible in the glare of Stingray’s beam. If there 
were lethal weapons on the craft, the odds were they would be located 
there. 

Slowly he swam up to the starboard side and gingerly felt the hull with 
his bare hand. It felt like metal all right, but it wasn’t as smooth as it looked. 
Although free of barnacles it was pitted as if badly eroded and there were 
minute marine growths adhering to it. 

“It’s been down here a mighty long time,” he mused. But then, as 
Marina had suggested, why hadn’t a patrol vessel picked it up on the 
scanners before now? Why hadn’t someone seen that bluish light from 
inside? And if that light was artificial? 

“Okay, Troy?” Phones’s anxious voice sounded in his ears. 

“Sure,” he replied cheerfully over the hydrophone. “It hasn’t stung me 
or spat at me. I’ll take a look through one of the ports and see if anyone’s at 


home. Maybe they’re not up yet.” 


There was a small port about a foot in diameter on the top of the vessel 
just above him. With a flip of his feet he raised himself and peered in. 

For a moment he could see little, for he seemed to be looking through a 
pale blue mist. Then his eyes adjusted themselves from the glare of 
Stingray’s beam to that softer glow from inside and he uttered an 
involuntary gasp. 

Phones heard it. “What’s the matter, Troy?” 

“There—there’s a guy in there. A strange looking guy.” 

“Can he see you?” 

“Guess not. It’s my hunch he’s not seeing anything any more.” 

“You mean, he’s dead?” 

“That’s what it looks like from here, Phones.” 

Troy stared down wonderingly at the man inside the strange vessel. He 
was Sitting at a small desk behind what appeared to be the instrument bank, 
slumped over it with his head resting on one arm as if he had collapsed or 
fallen asleep. His face was half-turned towards Troy. It was a bearded face, 
with clean cut features, and the fair hair was thick and long and slightly 
curled. He wore a robe, girded at the waist, which looked purple in the 
bluish light. 

Troy was reminded of a character from Greek mythology. 

On the desk before the man was a thick book, bound in leather or 
vellum. It was open and on the pages were faint inscriptions that looked like 
hieroglyphs to Troy. 

The man’s still right hand loosely grasped a stylo pen. It was just as if 
he had collapsed while entering up the log of the vessel. 

Troy could see no one else in the cabin, but around it were various 


instruments, some of which—such as microscopes and sextants—looked 


familiar. All of them were ancient, even archaic in design, as if they’d come 
from a museum. 

The bluish light came from a large shallow inverted dome in the roof of 
the cabin. How was it still giving off light after all this time? he wondered. 

“Send Marina out with a camera,” he told Phones at last in a hushed 
voice, awed by what he had seen. 

Marina was soon swimming gracefully towards him, her long hair 
streaming out behind her. As she handed him the aquascan camera, he 
motioned her to look through the port. 

She did so and he saw her eyes widen in amazement. 

“Ever seen anyone like him before?” he asked. 

She shook her head. 

“Neither have I, except in history books or on teleplays. Ill take some 
shots and relay them to Marineville with a report. Commander Shore ought 
to be interested.” 

In Marineville control tower, Commander Sam Shore, chief of the 
World Aquanaut Security Patrol, swung round in his electrically driven 
wheelchair as his auburn-haired daughter, Atlanta, an assistant controller 
who held the rank of lieutenant in the WASP service, spoke from the vast 
control bank. 

“Video-scan report coming in from Stingray, father!” 

“About time Tempest let us know where he was,” growled Shore. “His 
routine check call should have come in ten minutes ago. I was beginning to 
figure he’d hit trouble again. He sure attracts it like a magnet!” Crippled on 
active service, Commander Shore resented being confined to an electric 
baby chair, as he put it, while the men he commanded faced the hazards of 


the deep. At times it made him irritable and short-tempered. But the men 


who served him knew his bark was far worse than his bite and every one of 
them would have died cheerfully rather than let him down. 

“He’s transmitting a subsonic aquascan film of something interesting 
he’s found, father.” 

“Tch! I don’t want to see pretty pictures.” 

“But there is something special,” Atlanta insisted, her lovely face 
twitching as she tried to suppress a smile. “It’s coming through right now. 
Look!” 

Growling to himself, Commander Shore swung his chair so that he 
could see the big video screen on which a coloured picture was forming. 

“Some footling coral garden... jehoshophat! What’s that?” he 
exclaimed, sitting up and staring intently as the image of the mystery 
underwater vessel Troy had discovered suddenly came into focus on the 
screen. 

“Captain Tempest reporting, sir,” came Troy’s voice from the screen. 
“Position 135, reference 63, which puts us approximately five hundred 
miles west by north of Cape Horn.” 

“Okay! Take that as read!” barked Shore. “I learned my chart drill while 
you were in the cradle, Tempest!” He stabbed a finger at the screen. 
“What’s that museum piece you’ve found?” 

“A strange underwater craft at two hundred and five fathoms, sir. Now, 
take a look at this.” 


“He runs it like a confounded tele-serial—see what happens next week 


bb) 


Shore broke off as the interior of the strange vessel flashed on the 
screen. For a moment or so he stared in silence at the robed, bearded figure 


slumped over the instrument desk. 


“Who in blazes is that?” he demanded at last. “He looks like a refugee 
from a Greek play.” 

“That’s what I thought, sir. Maybe you could get the opinion of some 
expert. I’ll stand by for further instructions.” 

“Stand by? That guy looks like he’s in trouble. Can’t you do something 
for him?” 

“Guess he’s beyond that, sir. Reckon he’s been dead a long while, 
centuries maybe. Could be he’s mummified. The vessel’s airtight. But if 
you want me to cut my way in with a Laser ray?” 

“By Neptune, no! He might crumble to dust if your theory’s right, 
Tempest. I’ll get a bunch of eggheads to take a look.” 

Experts in all branches of the sciences were posted at Marineville to 
advise the WASPS and carry out experiments that might help the service in 
its mammoth task of patrolling the world’s oceans. Soon Troy’s aquascan 
pictures, relayed to the administrative cinema and magnified to larger-than- 
life dimensions, were being viewed by a small but interested audience. 

“Definitely Hellenic Greek, I’d say,” Carlsen, the archaeologist, said 
thoughtfully. “But we’ve never found any evidence that the ancient Greeks 
had progressed far enough scientifically to invent an underwater craft like 
that.” 

“Guess you’re right, Carlsen,” put in Vaidan, the marine engineer. 
“Nothing remotely as advanced as that was invented until the middle of the 
last century—the diving saucer of Cousteau, as Captain Tempest 
suggested.” 

“Okay! Okay!” Commander Shore growled. “So about a century back 
that guy dressed himself up like a Greek God or something and went down 


in a diving saucer. Is that what it comes to? He must have been a nutcase.” 


“T think, gentlemen,” put in the historian Fedden mildly, “that our 
speculations might be resolved if we could see what our—ahem—subject 
was writing in that book when he collapsed.” 

“That’s horse sense, professor,” Shore said. “I'll order an airlift right 
away.” 

“No, commander!” another voice said. “Sudden exposure to the air 
when it’s raised above the surface might cause the vessel to collapse or 
disintegrate like a pricked bubble. It would be wiser to have it towed slowly 
and brought into Marineville through an airlock that will maintain the 
correct pressure.” 

“Maybe you’re right,” Shore agreed reluctantly. “That means my best 
crew are going to be out of action for twenty-four hours playing nurse- 
maid, but...” 

He threw up his hands in a helpless gesture. “Who am I to stand in the 
way of scientific discovery?” 

When the scientists had gone, arguing excitedly among themselves, 
Atlanta ruffled her father’s iron grey hair affectionately. 

“You old fraud!” she murmured. “You know you’re just as anxious as 
any of those boffins to solve this mystery.” 

He grinned at her. “Guess you’re right, Atlanta. But I’ve got a hunch 
this thing is bigger than we think. It could mean a heap of trouble for us.” 

Commander Shore was to remember those prophetic words in the days 
that followed. 


CHAPTER 2 
Underwater Tug-o’-War 


ONE OF THE LITTLE GROUP of scientists and their secretaries had remained 
very quiet amid all the animated learned speculation. 

He was short and olive-skinned, with a thin cunning face and black hair 
and curious black eyebrows which slanted down from his temples to meet 
in a shallow V over the bridge of his beak of a nose. 

His heavy lids hiding the crafty gleam in his protruding eyes, he 
dropped behind the others as they left the control tower building, and then 
rapidly crossed the wide lawn towards the main entrance to the WASP 
headquarters. 

One of the secretaries looked after him puzzledly as he presented a pass 
to the guard at the barrier and went on towards the beach. 

“Who’s that guy?” he asked. 

“Search me,” another man said. “I thought he was with you. Can’t 
remember seeing him in the scientific section before.” 

“Well, I guess he must be okay. He got through the security checkpoint 
all right. Let’s go and have a coffee before we get back to the lab.” 

But if the two secretaries had known it, the subject of their curiosity was 
chuckling evilly to himself as he hurried down to the beach. 

“Heh! Heh! These Terraineans are fools! None of them suspected that I, 


Surface Agent X2-Zero, was among them, seeing and hearing all. Not even 


the accursed Commander Shore suspected. Fools! I must hurry and report 
what I have learned to my master, Titan.” 

He walked along the golden beach to where great dark cliffs dropped to 
the blue ocean, looked round cautiously to make sure he had not been 
followed, and then squeezed his thin frame through a narrow cleft at the 
base of the cliff. 

A few minutes later a red craft, with a fish-like snout and fin-like vanes 
protruding from its upper side, shot from an underwater cave and sped 
towards the isle of Lemoy, where a century-old house stood on the top of a 
sheer cliff. 

A small elevator brought Agent X2-Zero from a cavern beneath the cliff 
into the big drab old-fashioned living room of the house. At a touch of a 
button the elevator disappeared; at the touch of another button a large 
section of the wooden floor swivelled and a gleaming instrument console 
and a huge video screen rose slowly into the room. 

A turn of a control on the console and the screen lit up with an 
opalescent glow to reveal the cruel features of King Titan, the ruthless ruler 
of Titanica, hundreds of miles away in the depths of the Pacific. 

“Well, X2-Zero?” he demanded in a cold thin voice. “What have you to 
report?” 

The secret agent cringed and rubbed his bony hands together in a 
washing motion. 

“T have been very clever, mighty Titan.” 

“Bah! Vain fool! Leave it to me to judge whether you have been clever. 
Your news—what is it?” 

Agent X2-Zero cringed even lower. “Your Majesty, I have learned the 


present location of Stingray.” 


“Ah!” Titan’s face lit up eagerly. “Go on, fool! Go on! If your 
information leads to the destruction of Troy Tempest you shall not go 
unrewarded.” 

“Thank you, O Mighty One! Stingray is even now in the south Pacific at 
Terrainean position 135, reference 63. Tempest has discovered a strange 
underwater vessel that baffles even the Terrainean scientists who have seen 
an aquascan film of it. Tempest is under orders to tow it slowly to 
Marineville where it can be examined. Might I suggest, your Majesty...” 

“Silence, fool! I am not yet so senile that I have to stoop to receiving 
suggestions from miserable slaves such as you. I am still capable of making 
my own plans.” 

“A thousand pardons, O Mighty One!” Agent X2-Zero grovelled on his 
knees before the screen. “Forgive me, miserable wretch that I am!” 

Titan smiled scornfully. 

“Rise, fool! The news you bring is good. Maybe it will induce me to 
forget the countless stupid mistakes you have made in the past. If the 
accursed Tempest never reaches Marineville, you shall have no cause to 
regret this day’s work.” 

Titan vanished from the screen, and X2-Zero, mopping his brow, got to 
his feet and quickly restored the room to its normal drab state. 

“Heh! Heh!” he chuckled as he looked from the window towards the 
distant towers of Marineville. “Tempest is doomed. This time my master 
will not let him escape.” 

In his palace in Titanica, his sinister green-robed figure silhouetted 
against the huge shell that rose fan-wise behind his pearl-encrusted throne, 
Titan sat brooding. 

Suddenly he raised a coral gavel and struck a massive conch shell that 
hung beside the throne. 


As the sound echoed away through the empty chamber, an aquaphibian 
appeared and, with a faint rasping of its hard green hide, bowed low before 
Titan. 

It was one of the weird race of primitive underwater creatures, part man, 
part crustacean, that Titan ruled and with which he planned to conquer and 
enslave the Terrainean people whom he hated. 

“You summoned me, O Mighty One?” it said in a sing-song voice. 

“Launch three mechanical fish. Proceed immediately towards the ocean 
position known to the Terraineans as 135, reference 63. Somewhere 
between there and Marineville you will find Stingray towing a strange 
underwater craft.” 

The protruding fish eyes of the creature gleamed cruelly. 

“You wish us to destroy all, O Mighty One?” 

“No, slave! The strange craft I want. If the Terrainean scientists are 
anxious to examine it, maybe it contains secrets that will be of use to me in 
my war against the surface world.” 

“And Tempest and his crew, O Mighty One?” 

“Bring them back to Titanica, alive if you can.” Titan’s lips twisted in a 
vicious smile. “Then indeed my triumph would be complete. At all costs 
Tempest must perish, but if it is possible I wish to see him die, slowly and 
painfully. It is a pleasure I have long promised myself. Go! Succeed in your 
mission—or die!” 

“Yes, O Mighty One!” 

Bowing low, the aquaphibian backed from the presence of his evil 


master. 


“She’s side-dragging a bit, Troy,” reported Phones, watching his instrument 
bank with an experienced eye. 

“Okay! Cut to rate two. We’ve got to get this thing to Marineville in one 
piece, Phones.” 

“Rate two it is. Gee, we’ve been going four hours already, and we’ll 
have to detour to avoid the Misanna Ridge. Looks as though we’re going to 
miss our leave spell, Troy.” 

“Guess it’s worth it, Phones,” grinned Troy, looking up at the image of 
the towed craft on the video screen. “Maybe we’re salvaging a chunk of 
history.” 

They had enclosed the strange vessel in a huge multiply nylon net and 
were making a three-point tow with spun titanium hawsers tougher than the 
strongest steel. But the drag was putting a terrific strain even on Stingray’s 
powerful motors. Against the darkness of the water, the twin forward ports 
of the towed craft glared at them like huge pale blue eyes. 

“Makes me feel spooky when I think of that guy sprawled over that 
desk in there, just as though he’s having a nap at the wheel,” Phones 
growled. “How long d’you reckon he’s been there, Troy?” 

“Tf he is an ancient Greek, maybe three or four thousand years.” 

“Jumping jellyfish! That takes some swallowing, pal!” 

“Bodies have been preserved longer than that. Those mammoths 
discovered under the Siberian tundra even had edible flesh.” Troy grinned 
wryly. “Just think of having an elephant steak a few million years old!” 

“You can have it!” Phones grimaced. “I'll stick to twenty-first century 
stuff. But those mammoths had been refrigerated in the ice...” 

Phones broke off, staring intently at the instrument bank. 


Troy looked at him sharply. “Something wrong?” 


“Getting a scanner reading. Something approaching pretty fast from 
port. It’s big.” 

Troy tensed. If Commander Shore had detailed another patrol vessel to 
join them he would have told them and the crew would have signalled their 
approach long before this. 

“It’s a sea creature,” Phones went on, a note of relief in his voice. “But 
it’s still mighty big, maybe eighty feet across.” 

“Must be a whale.” 

“Tt’s sure no whale, Troy. No vertebrae. Soft-bodied. Mollusc, I guess.” 

Troy gulped. A mollusc eighty feet across? Even giant squids didn’t 
grow that big! 

“Hey, look at the screen, Troy!” 

At Phones’s excited shout, Troy looked up. The strange craft on the 
video screen was vanishing slowly behind an inky black cloud. 

“What the blazes!” Phones gasped. 

“Cut to cruising rate!” Troy ordered. “You could be right about the 
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mollusc, Phones. That looks like cuttlefish sepia. But eighty feet!” Troy 
whistled incredulously. “They just don’t come that big, Phones.” They sat 
there watching the screen, waiting for the inky cloud to clear, but it didn’t. 
It grew thicker until their tow was completely hidden. 

“1 don’t like this, Phones,” said Troy uneasily. “Squids and things 
usually only eject their sepia when they’re in trouble, to cover their retreat 
like a kind of smoke screen.” 

“Maybe he’s scared of us...” Phones broke off with a startled gasp. 
“Troy! We’re almost stationary. We’re not making any headway.” 

Troy glanced at the speed indicator. It should have been registering the 
cruising rate of one hundred knots, but it was almost to zero. 


“Something’s holding us like an anchor, Troy!” 


“Yeah.” Troy unstrapped himself from his seat. “Take over, Phones! I’m 
going to take a look outside.” 

“Okay, Troy, but...” Phones dragged his gaze away from the blacked- 
out screen to look anxiously at his friend. “Take a ’sprite. Don’t trust to the 
Swim gear.” 

“Sure.” 

“And watch it, Troy! Maybe I ought to come with you.” 

“Someone’s got to stay with Stingray, Phones, in case we’ve got to use a 
sting missile. Maintain course for now.” 

“Okay.” Phones grinned tightly. “But at this rate it'll be backwards, 
pal.” 

As Troy made for the airlock leading to the bay housing the port 
aquasprite, the two-man underwater jeep which was _ used for 
reconnaissance, Marina came forward, motioning eagerly to him. 

Troy smiled at her. “Want to come, huh? Nothing doing, Marina. You 
stay here with Phones and handle the sting missiles if it comes to that.” 

Her lovely eyes clouded with disappointment, but he turned away and 
entered the airlock. A few minutes later he was launched. 

As he flashed through the water, he saw Phones in the control cabin and 
they exchanged waves before he swung the little vessel in a sharp U-turn 
and hurtled towards the stern. 

They were travelling above the twilight zone and the water here should 
have been deep blue. But astern of Stingray it was black, an intense black 
like a floating cloud of ink that completely hid the strange vessel they had 
been towing. 

Troy saw the triple hawsers, gleaming like silver ropes in his headlight, 
stretching away to vanish into the black cloud. Slowly he nosed into it, 


following one of the hawsers. 


And then, suddenly, through the inky murk, he saw them, massive thick 
tentacles twined about the shell of the craft like black pythons, gripping it 
with their suckers. 

Troy cruised on at a safe distance until he could see the head of the 
monster, which was clear of the murk of its own making. Huge owl-like 
eyes, almost as big as the aquasprite itself, glared balefully at Troy as he 
approached. 

He felt a little shiver of apprehension go along his spine. 

It knows, he told himself. It knows I’m an enemy. 

It was tugging at the towed craft, as if seeking to pull it in the opposite 
direction to that in which Stingray was travelling. 

“Troy!” Phones’s anxious voice came over the hydrophone. “We’re not 
making any headway at all. What’s happening out there?” 

“Guess you’re having a tug-o’-war with an overgrown octopus, 
Phones.” 

“Great Neptune! What do I do, Troy, accelerate?” 

“For Pete’s sake, no! Don’t fight it. Those hawsers will snap like cotton 
and he’ll get away with our prize. Cut the motors and let it tow you while 
baa 

Troy broke off with a startled gasp and sent the aquasprite soaring away 
in a wide loop as one of the tentacles detached itself from its prey and 
lashed out like a whip towards the tiny craft. He’d never seen an octopus 
move so fast. 

“Phew! He knows all right!” Troy muttered, bringing the little vessel 
back again safely out of range of that lightning tentacle. If it got a grip on 
the aquasprite it would drag it into its huge beak and crush it like an egg. 


“And I sure don’t fancy myself as a yolk,” he thought grimly. 


Troy stalked it warily, for the octopus was making water steadily now 
that Phones had cut Stingray’s motors. The power of the creature must have 
been colossal, for it to be able to tow the combined weights of the strange 
craft and Stingray. 

He wondered why it had seized the vessel. Did it think it was an egg 
that had got adrift, or had it collided with the vessel and lashed out at it in 
self-defence? 

Some marine scientists considered the octopus to be the most intelligent 
of all creatures of the oceans, but what had caused this one to grow to such 
a size? Was it a mutation caused by radio-active waste from a submarine 
craft? 

“Troy!” Phones’s urgent voice broke in on _ his_ speculations. 
“Something’s moving in between us. It’s not very big, but...” 

Troy turned the aquasprite and hurried back towards Stingray. As he 
emerged from the inky cloud screening the captive vessel, he saw 
something by one of the taut hawsers, something that at first looked like a 
man-sized green crustacean, from which was darting a needle of flame. 

But when he neared it the creature straightened and turned and he saw a 
hideous green face with bulging fish eyes and a five-horned comb on its 
skull. 

An aquaphibian! It was trying to sever the hawser with a flame cutter. 
So Titan was behind this? It wouldn’t have been the first time that the evil 
ruler of Titanica had harnessed monster creatures from the deep in his war 
against the surface peoples. 

The aquaphibian swung up its weapon. Before it could take aim, Troy 
accelerated and rammed it full in the armoured chest. With an unearthly 
screech, the creature dropped the weapon and sank down, smashed and 


lifeless, towards the ocean bed far below. 


“Look out, Troy!” came a warning cry from Phones, who had seen the 
brief battle on the video screen. “Something moving up behind you!” 

Troy flung the aquasprite into a steep climb. Not a moment too soon! 
Something was flashing through the water, something slim that looked like 
a harpoon, but which suddenly exploded at the tail to fling out a net which 
fanned out like a parachute and would have snared him if he had remained, 
unsuspecting, in his former position. He knew the harpoon snare was an 
invention of Titan’s scientists. 

And now, through the dark water from which the harpoon snare had 
flashed, appeared the glaring eyes and gaping mouth of a spiny-backed 
mechanical fish. Through the eyes which acted as ports for the vessel, he 
could see the vicious green faces of the aquaphibian crew. 

“Back to Stingray!” Phones yelled. “Two more of those terror fish 
closing in, Troy!” 

Troy didn’t hesitate. In that tiny aquasprite, armed with only short range 
sting missiles of limited power, he was no match for three of Titan’s war 
craft. At full speed Troy regained the patrol vessel. 

As he took over the controls of Stingray, he gasped, “Cast off the tow 
hawsers, Phones!” 

“We may lose that craft.” 

“It’s that or us, Phones. We can’t outmanoeuvre three terror fish if we’re 
anchored by that. Action stations!” 

With a grunt, Phones flung over a lever that released the triple hawser, 
and the super-sub leapt forward as Troy triggered rate four. 

Two terror fish were closing in ahead, a huge drag net held between 
them. 

“So that’s their game!” Phones growled. “They’re trying to get us 


alive.” 


“Well, we’re not interested in catching those nightmares, so that gives 
us an advantage,” Troy said bleakly. “Stand by to fire Port Sting Missile!” 

As he spoke, Troy swung Stingray, heading it straight at the mechanical 
fish on the left. It was dead in his sights. 

“Fire Sting Missile!” 

Phones stabbed a button. The slim guided torpedo with its lethal 
warhead flashed from the port tube and hurtled towards the Titan vessel. 

The pilot saw it coming at the last moment, and made a frantic attempt 
at evasive action. But even as the nose of the mechanical fish came up, the 
Sting Missile struck it on its underside and it disintegrated in a vivid red 
glare that lit up the dark ocean for hundreds of feet around. 

The aquaphibians in the other craft hastily jettisoned the drag net and 
shot away at a tangent in a desperate effort to escape. 

But Troy was already bringing Stingray round at speed. The terror fish 
twisted and turned as if in a frenzy, but relentlessly the faster WASP vessel 
closed in. 

‘Fire!” Troy rasped. 

Again a slim deadly missile flashed from its tube and the fleeing craft 
disappeared in flaming debris. 

In the third terror fish, the pilot’s face twisted in a hideous mask of rage. 

“We cannot take Tempest back alive. He must be destroyed as the 
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mighty Titan commanded!” he snarled, sending the vessel hurtling after 
Stingray. 

The scanners warned Troy that it was on his tail. He flung Stingray into 
a violent backward loop that strained every seam and slammed Phones and 
Marina back in their seats. 

Troy swallowed hard as he saw the Titan missile flash beneath. If he had 


delayed a split second... 


The torpedo hurtled towards the Titan vessel 





His rugged _ face 
grim, he finished the 
loop and zoomed down 
on the terror fish’s tail. 

“Tables turned, I 
guess,” Phones 
grunted, as the 
aquaphibian pilot 
made frantic efforts to 
escape. 

Again a_ Sting 
Missile sped on_ its 
deadly mission and the 
terror fish flared into 
destruction. 

Troy lifted 
Stingray above the 
sinking debris and cut 
to cruising speed. 

“Any more vermin 
around, Phones?” 

“Guess not.” 


Phones grinned, 


pushing back his cap to wipe the sweat from his brow. “Only thing that’s 


registering on the scanners right now is that craft the octopus was playing 


ball with.” 


Troy swung Stingray. “Let’s go and see if we can persuade Titan’s little 


pet to give us our ball.” 


But when they caught up with the ancient underwater craft they had 
been towing, the giant octopus had gone and its inky screen was drifting 
away. 

“Tt must have been under control from one of the terror fish,” Phones 
said. 

“I’m not sorry we didn’t have to destroy it. It’s not responsible for 
whatever that shark Titan’s done to make it that size.” 

“Guess not, Troy, but I sure hope I never meet it taking a stroll along the 
bottom when I’m in swim gear.” 

“You’d have some job getting it out of your hair, pal,’ Troy chuckled. 
“Okay, let’s get the hawsers hooked on again. Maybe we can make 


Marineville before Titan takes another crack at us.” 


CHAPTER 3 


Message from the Past 


BUT TROY AND HIS CREW met with no more trouble on the long run back to 
Marineville. 

Twenty-two hours after leaving the point where they had taken the 
strange underwater craft in tow, with its mysterious long-dead occupant, 
they delivered it safely to base. 

While it was being carefully coaxed through a submarine lock into a 
pressurised research chamber, Troy and his companions left Stingray in Pen 
Number Three and rose on the seat tubes into the stand-by lounge at WASP 
headquarters. 

Phones yawned. “I could sleep on a periscope. But I guess we’|l have to 
report personally to the old man. Reckon he’s got a billion questions he 
wants to ask us.” 

“Better take along a few matchsticks to prop open our eyelids,” Troy 
grinned as they said goodbye to Marina and made for the control tower. 

But the WASP chief fired very few questions at them. 

He was too full of an idea of his own that he’d been brooding over. 

“T couldn’t understand why none of our patrols spotted that craft before, 
boys. But I’ve been doing some figuring out. Come over here!” 

Commander Shore steered his chair across the big room and stabbed a 
blunt finger at a spot on a big chart of the south Pacific, marked with a red 


cross in a red circle. 


“That’s the location where you found that craft,” he went on. “Notice 
something?” 

Troy focused his tired eyes and studied the chart. “Well, sir, that seems 
to be just about the northern limit of the West Wind Drift in the Pacific.” 

“You’re plumb on target, Tempest!” the commander interrupted, his 
steel grey eyes gleaming. “As you know, the West Wind Drift is a cold 
current that circles the earth just outside the Antarctic Circle. At four points 
it’s fed by currents from Antarctica. That suggest anything to you guys?” 

“Ice cream,” muttered Phones, blinking to keep his eyes open and 
pretending an interest in a discussion he was too tired to appreciate. 

“Eh? What was that?” Shore snorted, swinging on him. 

“Er, icebergs, sir,” Phones said hastily, forcing himself to look more 
intelligent than he felt. “Icebergs, er, you know, drifting up on the currents.” 

He broke off uneasily under the commander’s fierce gaze. 

“Splendid, lieutenant! There’s hope for you still. Go on like that and 
you might get promotion yet.” 

“Thank you, sir!” 

Shore glared. “Might was the operative word, lieutenant! 

“He’s probably hit on the truth without knowing it,” the commander 
growled, turning to Troy, who was trying to keep a straight face. “Just 
imagine that craft imprisoned for centuries in the ice somewhere on the 
seaboard of Antarctica. The annual thaw sets it free in a huge block of ice 
which drifts north to where you found it. Then the ice melts.” 

“Sounds okay, sir,” Troy agreed. 

“Sure it does,” growled Shore. “Don’t have to be an egghead of a boffin 
to think that one up. And if that craft was embedded in ice for maybe three 
or four thousand years that would account for it being so well preserved. 


That goes for the poor guy inside it, too.” 


“Like the mammoths!” Phones put in brightly. 

Shore glowered at him. “What mammoths?” 

“Why, those they found in Siberia and cut elephant steaks from, 
commander.” 

Shore looked at Troy in mock anxiety. “He didn’t get knocked on the 
head in that scrap you had with Titan’s critters, did he, Tempest?” 

“No, sir!” 

Troy laughingly explained what he had told Phones about the 
mammoths, and the commander grinned. 

“Guess I remember hearing something about that way back. Well, the 
parallel’s a good one. That guy was in an ice-tomb, preserved for thousands 
of years. It’s my hunch we’re on to something big here, Tempest.” 

“I hope so, sir. But what would a guy like that be doing down in 
Antarctica in that craft in the first place? Don’t see how he could have 
drifted there, seeing the currents run in the opposite direction.” 

“Maybe the backroom boys can find that out. Guess what that poor guy 
was writing in that log will make mighty interesting reading if they can 
decipher it. If it’s no known language, they’re going to call in the crypto 
boys from Intelligence.” 

The commander swung his chair and smiled sympathetically at them. 

“You boys look all tuckered up. Run along and hit the hay for a spell. 
You’re on permanent stand-by till the eggheads come through with a report 
on that craft.” 

“And then, sir?” Troy asked eagerly. 

“That depends on the report—but I’ve got a hunch Stingray will be 
going places. If that shark Titan’s interested enough to try and hi-jack that 
craft, could be there’s something worth investigating down there in 


Antarctica.” 


As Troy and Phones made their way wearily from the control tower to 
Troy’s apartment overlooking the ocean, Titan was furiously pacing his 
throne room. 

Suddenly he stopped and struck the conch shell a violent blow. 

An aquaphibian appeared, bowing abjectly before him. 

“Ts there no news yet of the mechanical fish I sent to capture the strange 
craft Tempest had found?” he demanded angrily. 

“No, O Mighty One! But the giant octopus...” 

“Yes?” Titan snarled. “What about the octopus? Speak, slave!” 

“Tt has just retummed to its pen.” 

“So?” Titan’s voice was suddenly deathly calm. “Then the slaves must 
have failed in their task?” 

“Yes, Mighty Titan.” 

“Bah! I am served by imbeciles. Go!” 

When the aquaphibian had bowed itself out, Titan flung himself on his 
throne, plucking savagely at his fringe of beard. 

“Curse him! Curse him! Always Troy Tempest escapes. But one day his 
luck will run out.” 

A light flickered on a screen on the wall and he quickly rose and went to 
it, pressed a button. 

The cunning features of Surface Agent X2-Zero appeared on the screen. 
He was cringing, forcing a nervous smile. 

“Mighty Titan, I have news...” 

“Don’t tell me, fool! Stingray has just returned to Marineville with the 
strange craft they salvaged!” 

The bulging eyes of X2-Zero widened in surprise. “O Mighty One, your 


wisdom is greater than...” 


“Imbecile! I know Tempest has returned because my aquaphibians have 
not. Now listen carefully, slave. You will return to Marineville. You will 
learn what secrets the Terrainean scientists discover in that strange craft and 
you will bring them to me. Fail at your peril!” 

“Yes, O Mighty One!” quavered X2-Zero, cringing low. “But...” 

Contemptuously Titan switched off the video, confident that his order 


would be obeyed. 


Troy was dreaming he was playing baseball with a giant octopus which was 
holding a bat in each tentacle. Every time he pitched the ball it turned into a 
saucer-shaped underwater craft with glowing blue eyes and the octopus 
belted it with one of its eight bats—right into the hands of Titan in the 
outfield. 

“Ah! At last I have beaten you, Tempest!” Titan jeered. “Soon I will get 
you too, Tempest!... Get you, Tempest!... Get you, Tempest!... Get... 
Tempest!” 

Troy opened his eyes with a start. It was still daylight, but the sun 
streaming in across the Pacific told him it was getting late. 

“Tempest!” 

He realised the voice was coming from the intercom speaker that kept 
him in contact with the control tower. It was Commander Shore’s voice. 

“Get over here fast, Tempest! Phones too!” 

Troy tumbled out of his bunk, and roused Phones from a deep sleep. 
Hurriedly they dressed and left the apartment, taking a short cut across the 
lawn and flower gardens to the red-and-blue chequered control tower. 

When they entered the main control room, Atlanta looked round from 


the instrument bank. 


“Father’s in his private office with Professor Fedden,” she said eagerly. 
“He’s as excited as a dog with two tails to wag, but don’t let him know I 
said so.” 

“Professor Fedden, the historian?” Troy’s face lit up. “He’s chairman of 
the investigation panel working on that craft we brought in. Have they made 
a report?” 

Before Atlanta could reply, the door of Commander Shore’s private 
office opened and he propelled himself into the control room, followed by 
Professor Fedden, who was clutching a thick file of documents. 

“Hi, Tempest!” the commander growled, an eager glint in the depths of 
his steely eyes. “Those backroom boys have come up with something that 
sure seems to confirm our ice drift theory. Tell ’em, professor!” 

The historian opened his file on a desk and took out a teletyped foolscap 
sheet, which he handed to Troy. 

“Read through that, captain,” he said with a smile. “It'll put you right in 
the picture. Afraid it’s rather disjointed. Our experts weren’t able to 
decipher all the hieroglyphs. Some had faded—we might be able to bring 
those up later—and at times the poor fellow didn’t seem to be writing very 
clearly. I don’t wonder at it.” 

Troy perched on the corner of the desk and Phones came and looked 
over his shoulder. As they read, their amazement grew. 

I, Pharacilon, one of the last of the ancient race of Kronos, write this in 
the second year of the coming of the ice. 

It was in the third month, when the sun was at its zenith and the fruits of 
our pleasant land were ripening, that the great star fell. It had been a 
wondrous sight in the heavens for many nights, but when it fell the people of 


Kronos hid their faces in terror. Those who did not do so were blinded. 


The great star plunged into the lake of Avernus. For ten days and nights 
the waters of the lake boiled and then for thirty days and nights they 
steamed. 

On the forty-first night the first ice appeared. 

The ocean girding our island continent froze. Rain fell and soon 
changed to blizzards. Ice covered the land. The people of Kronos, being 
without vessels in which to flee, for they were locked fast in the ice, 
perished in their thousands. No food could be grown, no fish could be 
caught. 

Kronos perished. 

I, Pharacilon, was among the few survivors. I had some little knowledge 
of the sciences. I attributed the evil that had come upon Kronos to the great 
star that had fallen into the lake of Avernus. 

Before I perished, I was determined to learn the truth. The waters of the 
lake alone were not frozen in all that frozen waste, but even in their distress 
the people of Kronos feared to approach it to see if fish still existed there. 

I decided to use the Poseidon to descend into the lake to find what was 
there. Never before, even in the days of plenty, had anyone dared to explore 
it. 

It was said to be bottomless and the priests held that it led to the 
underworld. That is why it was called Avernus. But I who was doomed had 
to see. 

I conveyed the Poseidon on a wind-driven sledge of my own contrivance 
to Avernus... 

At this point Troy saw that the strange narrative from the past changed 
to the present tense, as if Pharacilon had been writing of events as they 


occurred. 


I am three thousand feet down and I have found no bottom. My 
instruments register none, but I am not familiar with them for I am not an 
underwater scientist. It may be that I read them wrong or have set them ill. 

The water is getting warmer. All is blackness outside. The light from the 
lamp that shines forever does not penetrate far into the darkness. But 
without it I think I should go mad. 

I shall not go back. 

Here the telescript ended. Troy looked up at Professor Fedden. 

“There was nothing more in the book, Captain Tempest. He must have 
collapsed or died at that stage.” 

“Before he even found what he was hoping to?” 

Fedden smiled thinly. “Who knows?” 

“But we know one thing, professor,” Commander Shore put in. “That 
Poseidon, or whatever he calls it, later became icebound, huh?” 

“Yes, commander! We’ve made exhaustive tests with all the equipment 
at our disposal. We can fix the age of that underwater craft—a remarkable 
invention for such a remote era—as at least ten thousand years.” 

“Great Neptune!” Phones gasped. 

“Neptune’s right.” smiled the professor. “That happens to be the old 
Roman name for Poseidon, who was the Greek god of the ocean. And 
according to Greek mythology he was the son of Kronos and brother of 
Hades, ruler of the underworld.” 

“And the entrance to the underworld was supposed to be a deep lake 
called Avernus!” Atlanta put in excitedly. 

Troy looked at her in surprise. “How d’you know that, honey?” 

Her hazel eyes flashed. “I’m not so dumb. I happened to take the 


classics at college.” 


“Miss Shore’s right,” Professor Fedden said. “It’s very intriguing, this 
tie-up with Greek mythology.” 

“Sure is,” Troy said thoughtfully. “But this feller Pharacilon couldn’t 
have been Greek, could he? I guess this continent of Kronos he talks about 
must have been what we now call Antarctica.” 

“But who knows where myths and legends end and history starts, 
captain? Someone may have escaped from this ill-fated land and taken the 
tale with him. It developed into a myth and later the people adopted the 
names for their gods, maybe to explain away mysteries. It’s easy enough to 
see the link-up between a craft called the Poseidon that goes under water 
and a god of the ocean.” 

The historian paused and then added deliberately, as if to impress his 
words on them, “It’s significant that the ancient Greek philosophers were 
the first people known to have put forward a theory that there was such a 
continent as what we call Antarctica, thousands of years before it was 
discovered.” 

“But I always understood Antarctica had been under ice for millions of 
years, professor, not thousands,” Phones said puzzledly. 

Professor Fedden smiled. “In spite of what my geologist friends say, can 
we ever be certain? Even today we’ve not been able to do more than scratch 
the surface of that ice cap. But there’s evidence that long ago extensive 
vegetation must have grown there, semi-tropical vegetation. There are coal 
seams within a couple of hundred miles of the pole itself. Why shouldn’t 
there have been animal life, even humans?” 

“But how could it change, kind of sudden, like this guy suggests?” 
Commander Shore demanded. 

Fedden shrugged. “That’s not my province, commander, but a sudden 


shift of the earth’s axis—even a few degrees—might transform a desert into 


a Garden of Eden.” 

“And a Garden of Eden into an ice sheet,” Troy added. “But it would 
need terrific force.” 

“A cosmic explosion, perhaps. A wandering star passing close to the 
solar system. We can’t know.” 

Troy indicated the document in his hand. 

“Just one thing, sir. Pharacilon says here a star fell into the lake. That’s 
impossible, of course. But what do your colleagues reckon it was?” 

“Various theories have been advanced, captain. One is that the object 
was a Colossal meteorite, such as the one that fell in Siberia at the beginning 
of the last century and devastated an area forty miles across. Another is that 
it was the nucleus of a small comet.” 

“T suppose it couldn’t have been a space ship, professor?” Troy asked 
hesitantly. 

“Heal, the astrophysicist, inclines to that very theory, my boy. He thinks 
it may have been an interstellar atomic powered vessel that blew up on 
entering the lake.” 

“Theories!” Shore broke in impatiently. 

He swung his chair round to look at the chart of Antarctica on the wall. 

“Facts are what I like to get my teeth into, and there’s one thing we are 
pretty sure about. This guy who’s been dead maybe ten thousand years, 
maybe longer, goes down in that craft he calls a Poseidon to see what’s 
down this bottomless lake. What happens to him we don’t know, but 
somehow he finishes up in our time in the south Pacific. How did he get 
there unless he drifted, huh?” 

He shot a shrewd glance at Troy from under his shaggy brows. “Get 


what I’m driving at, Tempest?” 


“Guess so, commander. Maybe that lake wasn’t bottomless but had an 
outlet in a subterranean river which was too far down to be frozen. So 
Pharacilon’s craft was swept along it and finished out in the ocean, where it 
drifted to the surface and became icebound.” 

“Bang on target, captain!” 

Professor Fedden smiled. “It’s still only another theory, commander,” he 
said slyly. 

“Sure, but it’s one we might be able to prove, professor.” Shore stabbed 
a finger at Troy. “Take Stingray down there and see if you can find where 
that Poseidon thing could have come out.” 

“Yes, sir,” Troy said eagerly. “And then?” 

“Tf it came out, maybe you could get in, and maybe a lot of these other 
theories that are flying around could be settled one way or another.” 

“The project has my support of course, commander,” Fedden put in, 
“but isn’t it rather a tall order for one patrol vessel, rather like looking for a 
needle in a haystack? The Antarctic ice-cap is about five million square 
miles—as big as the United States and Mexico added together.” 

“Sure, I know my geography, professor,” Shore said testily. “But I also 
know my oceanography, and Tempest and I have already agreed there are 
only four currents on which an object that size might be carried north—the 
four main iceberg routes. Guess that scales the search area down.” 

“That’s so, commander,” the professor agreed. 

“And here’s something that may scale it down even more,” Shore went 
on, moving his chair over to the map and tapping the edge of the Antarctic 
continent at a point between the longitudes 150 and 170 degrees west. “In 
recent months increased radioactivity has been reported from around here, 
roughly the starting point of one of those four currents.” 

He looked round at the others and shrugged. 


“Sure, it could be just a coincidence, but I reckon it would be as good a 
place as any for Captain Tempest to start his search.” 

“Guess so, commander,” Troy agreed. 

“You'll leave at 01:00 hours, Tempest. Meanwhile special polar 
equipment will be loaded into Stingray. Crew to have leave till then.” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“One thing more. Marina stays behind. The ocean down there will be 
too cold for her, I guess.” 

Troy saw disappointment cloud Marina’s lovely face, but he knew it 
was no use trying to persuade the commander to change his mind. 

“Be seeing you, girls,” Troy told Atlanta and Marina as he and Phones 
left the control tower to return to the apartment to make ready for their long 
trip south. “We’ve got a few hours to kill before launch stations. Let’s do a 
show or something, with a farewell supper afterwards, huh?” 

“Sure, Troy,” Atlanta said. “That’ll be great.” 

Her eyes were a little moist as she watched, from the control tower 
window, the two friends crossing the lawn towards Troy’s apartment. 

“Those guys get all the breaks, Marina. Sometimes I wish I was a man. I 
guess we’d both give our right arms to be going with them to Antarctica.” 


Marina said nothing, because she couldn’t. But she smiled mysteriously. 


CHAPTER 4 
Stingray Away! 


IT WAS TWO HOURS TO MIDNIGHT when they coasted down from the fifth 
circle of the San Renardo drive-in Panorama Bowl forty miles south of 
Marineville. 

As Troy sent the big hovercar skimming north along the wide coastal 
way a huge Pacific moon was silvering the calm glassy ocean. 

“Swell show,” Troy drawled. “Swell night. That moon looks good 
enough to eat.” 

Phones, sitting in the rear with Marina, grunted something, but Atlanta, 
beside Troy, made no reply. 

“Three hours from now Phones and I will be seaborne,” Troy went on, 
glancing out of the corner of his eye at Shore’s daughter. 

Again she said nothing, looking straight ahead down the gleaming white 
hoverway. 

“You’re talkative tonight, Atlanta,” he growled. 

“You don’t expect me to be yelling my head off, with you going over 
ten thousand miles away?” 

He grinned. “Gee, I didn’t know you cared that much.” 

“T don’t!” 

Phones chuckled, and with a snort Troy triggered maximum speed. Ten 


minutes later the lights of the Marineville control tower came into sight. 


“Thought we’d have that farewell supper at the Golden Dolphin,” Troy 
said casually. “I booked a table for four.” 

“That’s nice for you two men,” Atlanta said huskily. “You’ll have plenty 
of room to spread yourselves.” Troy stared at her in the moonlight. “You— 
you mean you and Marina aren’t coming?” 

“Right first guess, sailor. Just drop us off at my place.” 

When the two girls alighted outside Commander Shore’s big house on 
the outskirts of Marineville, Atlanta flipped her hand at the two WASPS. 

“So long, boys! Hope you have a good trip south. Don’t forget your 
winter woollies. They tell me it’s quite cold down there.” 

Marina merely smiled her mysterious smile and followed Atlanta up the 
ramp to the house. 

Troy stared after them with sagging jaw. 

“T just don’t get it, Phones,” he said bewilderedly. “What’s eating 
Atlanta?” 

“T don’t know, Troy. She sure is acting kind of strange. Just as if she 
wanted to get rid of us, huh?” 

“Sailor! Don’t forget your winter woollies! Huh! I never did understand 
girls! Next time I’ll take out a barracuda. At least it’Il have a good reason 
for snapping my head off.” He started the hovercar. “Let’s go and get ready 
for the trip, Phones.” 

As they came in sight of Troy’s apartment, Phones caught his arm. 

“Say, Troy! Did you leave the lights on in the lounge?” 

“No.” 

“Well, they’re on now.” 

“The deuce they are!” 

The powerful motor made a mere whisper of sound, scarcely audible 


above the soft roar of the breakers on the beach below. But Troy stopped the 


hovercar a hundred yards from the apartment and got out. 

“Come on, Phones,” he said grimly. “Looks as though we’ve got 
visitors. Let’s go and introduce ourselves.” 

Quietly they approached the apartment, one of a block of four. All were 
without lights except Troy’s. 

They crossed the lawn and mounted the terrace, walking with the stealth 
that comes easily to men who live with danger. 

Troy peered through the slightly open window, and his face tightened 
angrily when he saw a figure, wearing a yellow robe with a black cowl 
pulled up over its head, going through the drawers of his desk. 

He flung open the window and vaulted lithely over the sill. The figure at 
the desk swung round. Above a black muffler that masked the intruder’s 
nose and mouth, he saw a pair of malevolent protruding eyes. Fear flickered 
in their depths at sight of him. 

Then the strange figure’s black-gloved hand flashed out and struck the 
light switch, plunging the room into darkness. 

The sudden change from bright light to darkness stalled Troy. Then he 
made out a dim figure in the gloom, scuttling towards the door, and he 
dived after it, grabbing at the yellow robe. 

“Let’s have a look at you” 

Too late he saw the gleam of upraised metal. He tried to duck, but 
something crashed on the nape of his neck. His knees sagged and his head 
seemed to explode into a thousand splinters of light. Then a dark gulf 
yawned and swallowed him. 

When Troy opened his eyes, he found he was lying on his own studio 
couch, with Phones bending anxiously over him. 


“You okay, pal?” 


Troy grinned weakly, then winced with the effort. Gingerly he put a 
hand to the back of his neck. 

“T’m not sure, Phones.” His mouth tasted like old leather. “But at least 
my neck’s still there. Guess that’s something to be thankful for.” 

“Just take it easy for a bit. I’ll fix you some strong black coffee.” 

When Phones brought the coffee, Troy gulped it down gratefully. 

“What happened to that guy I caught in here?” He grinned ruefully. “I 
mean the guy I tried to catch. Guess I must be slipping.” 

“He got clean away, Troy. Before I could get to grips with him, he 
slammed the door in my face. I jumped out of the window, but I never saw 
a sign of him. Then I heard a motor craft start up down on the beach. Want 
me to tell the cops?” 

“Nope. Feller must have been crazy, thinking there was anything here 
worth stealing, and me existing on WASP pay.” 

“All the same, you’d better check,” Phones suggested. 

Troy did so. 

“He’s messed things up a bit, darn him!” he said at length. “But there 
doesn’t seem to be anything missing. Must have scared him off in time.” 

The time beacon in Marineville was flashing midnight when they left 
the apartment with their kit and made their way to WASP headquarters. 

Commander Shore was still on duty in the control tower and they went 
in to say goodbye. 

“Hi, boys!” he greeted them. “Have a good time?” 

“Sure!” Phones said. 

No sense, he thought, in telling the commander about his daughter’s 
strange behaviour. Maybe she was just upset because he was going on this 


dangerous mission. Anything might happen down there in the icy dark 


waters of the least-known of the oceans, where even WASP patrols rarely 
ventured. After all, they were mighty close buddies, all four of them. 

“Got that file the professor gave you?” Shore asked, breaking in on his 
thoughts. 

“Sure!” Troy patted his bulging briefcase. “Guess some of this gen may 
come in mighty useful when we get down there on the bottom of the world, 
commander.” 

“As soon as I get any more information from the eggheads, I'l radio it. 
Special service code, just in case that shark Titan tunes in. You’ll have 
enough to worry about down there, Tempest, without him horning in to 
make trouble.” 

Shore grinned wryly. “Wish I was coming with you, boys. Haven’t been 
that far south in twenty years.” He chuckled fondly. “Guess Atlanta would 
have given two years’ pay to go, too. Tried to kid me into it. She’s a real 
chip off the old block, even if I do say so myself.” 

He shook hands with them. “Don’t bite off more than you can chew. If 
you need help, ask for it and stand by till it arrives. Be seeing you!” 

They went down to the stand-by lounge above the submarine pens and 
strapped themselves in their injector seats. 

Troy glanced at the empty seat between them. It seemed strange not to 
see Marina sitting there, but the commander was right. This might be too 
much for Marina. 

Drumbeats sounded over the speakers. 

“Launch stations!” Troy said, pressing a button on his seat. 

Swiftly and smoothly the hydraulic tubes lowered the two WASPS into 
Stingray’s control cabin. When the hatches were closed and the hydroplanes 
set, Troy switched over the radio to the control tower. 


“Stingray to tower. Ready to launch!” 


“Clear to go!” came the reply. 

If this had been the day duty staff, he thought, it would have been 
Atlanta’s husky voice he would have heard giving him clearance. Too bad it 
wasn’t. It would have been nice to have had a chance to say goodbye 
properly. 

“Release elevators, Phones!” he ordered. 

Distant motors hummed as Stingray sank into the water of the pen, 
sliding down the launching ramp. 

“Rate one!” Troy said, and the motors started up with a low whine. 

“Release brakes!” 

Stingray glided forward into the narrow launch tunnel. 

On the launch chart in the control tower, Commander Shore and his 
night assistant watched the blip that was Stingray moving steadily along the 
tunnel towards the ocean door. 

“Clear to leave Marineville, sir?” came Troy’s voice through the 
speaker. 

“Clear to go!” said the assistant. 

The massive round ocean door opened like a port cover and Stingray 
slid smoothly out into the dark depths of the Pacific. 

Troy and Phones had been through this same drill countless times. But 
they knew only too well that every precaution was necessary to guard 
against secret infiltration by enemies, especially the cunning underwater 
creatures that Titan ruled. A skilfully placed hydromic bomb in one of the 
pens, and Marineville would go up in a mushroom of smoke and flame. 

“Seaborne!” Troy reported. 

“Okay,” the commander replied. “On your way, boys, and good 


hunting!” 


“What’s he reckon we’re going to do?” Phones muttered, forgetting the 
transmitter was still switched on. “Chase whales?” 

“1 heard that crack, lieutenant!” Shore barked. “By Neptune, you’d 
better make good this trip or I’ll have you scrubbing decks when you get 
back.” 

“Be seeing you, sir!” Troy said, exchanging grins with Phones. 
“Acceleration rate six, Phones. Let’s go!” At six hundred knots, Stingray 
flashed southwards parallel with the Californian coast. 

Every half hour Phones put through a routine check-call to log their 
position at headquarters. At the seventh one, with Stingray heading south by 
west two thousand miles off Guatemala, Commander Shore answered 
instead of the assistant controller. He sounded agitated. 

“Say, Tempest! Where the blazes did you drop Atlanta last night?” 

“At your place, sir, around twenty-two thirty hours. I’d fixed up for 
supper at the Golden Dolphin, but the girls cried off at the last minute.” 

“The devil they did! Why?” 

“Your guess is as good as mine, sir. Maybe they were too tired to eat.” 

“This is no time for cracking jokes, Tempest,” the Commander growled. 
“It’s past dawn and those girls aren’t in the house. And they can’t be traced 
anywhere in Marineville.” 

“What?” Troy’s heart gave a leap. He remembered the girls’ strange 
behaviour, and that mystery intruder in his apartment when he got back. 
Could it all be tied up in some way? “Say, Commander, are you suggesting 
they’ve been kidnapped?” 

“T’m not suggesting anything, Tempest. I’m just plumb worried. But if 
somebody has made off with ’em, I’ll wring the scoundrel’s neck with my 


bare hands when I catch up with him.” 


“Better get yourself some neck armour, captain,” said a husky voice 
from the top of the companionway leading to the lower deck. 

Troy and Phones twisted their heads so fast they nearly dislocated their 
necks. 

“Atlanta!” Troy gasped. 

“Marina!” gulped Phones. 

“What did you guys say?” roared the voice of Commander Shore two 
thousand five hundred miles away. 

Atlanta, dressed in her WASP uniform, came into the control cabin, 
smiling mischievously at the flabbergasted Troy. 

“T’ll handle him,” she said. “Hi, Dad!” she called into the microphone. 
“Tf you’re worried about your breakfast, you’ll find it in the infra-red box. 
I’ve set the timer for eight as usual. There’s a note behind the shaving 
mirror, explaining all.” 

A rumbling noise like a distant underwater explosion came over the 
speaker, followed by a spluttering like static. 

At last some coherent words came through. 

“You—you mean to tell me you’re on Stingray?” the Commander 
bellowed. 

“Yes, father!” Atlanta said meekly. 

“Great Barrier Reef! If Tempest and Sherridan put you girls up to this, 
Ill strip off every stripe and ribbon they’ve got. I’ll break them good and 
proper. I’ll have ’em cleaning barnacles off ships’ bottoms. I'll...” 

“Careful, father! You know losing your temper upsets your digestion. 
Troy and Phones had nothing to do with this. We stowed away just to show 
you superior males that girls aren’t afraid to stick their necks out. Why 
should Troy and Phones hog all the excitement?” The rest of her words 


were lost in a gust of laughter that burst from the speaker. 


“By Neptune, I told Troy you were a chip off the old block, and you’ve 
sure proved it, honey.” 

“You mean you’re not going to order Troy to bring us back, father?” 

“What? Waste all that time and fuel? You’ve got yourself into this, 
honey, and you’re stuck with it. But by Glory I’m still the boss around here 
and when you do get back I’ll have you scrubbing the office floors!” 
Suddenly the Commander’s voice softened. “Good luck, honey! I guess I’m 
kind of proud of you, deep down. Take care of her and Marina. Troy, or by 
Jodey I'll have that uniform off your back.” 

“You can leave it to us, Commander. Proceeding on mission as briefed.” 

When the radio was switched off, Troy looked at Atlanta and Marina 
with a scowl. 

“A couple of smart girls, huh? So that’s why you put on that act last 
night and pretended to go off in a huff, so that you could have plenty of 
time to stow away!” 

Atlanta gave him a sweet smile. “You’re quite quick on the uptake at 
times, Troy.” 

“Whose idea was it, anyway?” 

Marina pointed to herself, and Atlanta said, “She was sore at being left 
out, and she wanted company, and so we put our heads together.” 

“T could knock them together. This is next thing to mutiny.” 

“T still don’t see how they got into Stingray,” Phones growled. “They 
couldn’t have gone down on the seat tubes without getting an okay from the 
control tower.” 

Atlanta winked roguishly. “You boys have no idea what two determined 
girls can do when they try. It was easy enough to hide among all that special 
Antarctic equipment and the loading hoists did the rest. But we thought 


we’d better not reveal ourselves earlier in case you turned back with us.” 


Troy shook his head. “I wish you hadn’t done it, Atlanta. We don’t 
know just what we’|l be up against down there.” 

“Do you ever?” she retorted. “And you know quite well Marina’s as 
good as an extra hand to you at sea. As for me, well, I did take classics at 
college, remember? You might find something down there needing my 
expert opinion.” 

“Sure, and the moon might rise in the west.” He pointed a finger at her. 
“Just get this into that red head of yours, Atlanta. I’m taking you along 
under protest, but I’m in charge of this outfit and if I give you an order 
you’|l obey it. That means staying put when I say so.” 

He grinned ferociously. “I’ve got one order for you right now. Make 
yourself useful in the galley. We haven’t had breakfast yet.” 

She gave him a mock salute. “Aye, aye, cap’n! Napoleon said an army 
marches on its stomach, so I’ll see you’re well fed.” 

“This isn’t the army. They’d shoot you at dawn. All I can do is make 
you walk the plank. Get into that galley, lieutenant, at the double!” 

When the girls had gone down the companionway, Troy glared at 
Phones. 

“What are you grinning for? Training to be a hyena?” 

Phones chuckled. “Just remembering the way she fooled you last night, 
Troy. But I guess she’s right. They’!l pull their weight this trip. Atlanta can 
navigate as well as I can, and Marina’s as good as a second scanner in 
strange waters.” 

“Guess so. Well, at least we’re not likely to meet up with any Titan 
trouble this trip.” Troy opened a flap on the instrument bank and took out 
the file of documents that Professor Fedden had given him. “Carry on, 
Phones! I’m just going to browse through these.” A few minutes later he 


uttered an angry exclamation. 
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“So this ts where Stingray has gone!” 


Wa 





“What’s 
Phones asked. 


wrong?” 


“That telescript of 
Pharacilon’s story. It 
was in here when I put 
the file in my desk 
before we went out 
with the 
night. Now it’s gone.” 


girls last 


“That guy in the 
yellow robe we 
surprised in the 
apartment—he could 
have taken it, Troy.” 

“Yeah. But who’d 
be interested in it apart 
from a few eggheads?” 

“Old Fish Head!” 

“Titan?” 
whistled softly. “Could 
be —_you’re right, 
Phones. That guy’s 
eyes did look kind of 


like most of 


Troy 


queer, 


Titan’s friends. Guess we’d better be prepared for Titan trouble after all.” 


And in far-off Titanica, Surface Agent X2-Zero was cringing before his 


master. 


“O Mighty Titan, I stole this from Troy Tempest’s apartment,” he 
whined, holding out a document. 

Titan took it and glanced through it, his cruel eyes gleaming. 

“So? This is where Stingray has gone! You have done well, X2-Zero.” 

Titan struck the conch shell to summon an aquaphibian. “We must see 
that Troy Tempest does not lack company in the Antarctic wastes. It can be 


very very lonely down there.” 


CHAPTER 5 
Berg Ahoy! 


IN THE GLARE of Stingray’s headlights, Troy saw a squid as big as an 
aquasprite shoot away with long tentacles trailing, propelling itself with 
powerful jets of water like some nightmare submarine vessel. 

The bulging eyes in its hideous head watched Stingray malignantly, as if 
resenting the intrusion of this strange creature into its hunting area. 

But Troy knew it was a mere babe in arms compared to the giant squids 
that haunted these cold southern waters—monsters that did not hesitate to 
attack even the mighty sperm whales, wrapping their arms, with suckers as 
big as saucers, about the heads of the whales and seeking to hold them 
under water until they drowned. 

Troy grinned tightly at Phones. “Pleasant character to meet on a dark 
night.” 

“Sure. Whenever I see eyes like that I think of aquaphibians.” 

“What’s our position, Phones?” 

“One-forty, reference seventy-one. Guess we’re just about five hundred 
miles north of the Antarctic Circle.” 

“And ten hours ago we left Marineville. Mighty good going. Put 
through a check call to the control tower.” When the call had been 
acknowledged and their position logged in far-off Marineville, Troy asked, 
“All clear above?” 


“Yeah.” 


“Then let’s go topside and get some real fresh air. It’11 make a change 
from this dehydrated stuff we extract from sea water. Blow one!” 

The forward tank emptied, the nose lifted gently and Stingray rose 
slowly to the surface. 

Troy looked curiously about him. In every direction stretched a green- 
grey waste flecked by the foam of wave crests. Even the clear sky seemed 
to reflect that greenish tint. To the north-west the sun hung like a great ball 
of dull fire rolling almost along the horizon. It seldom rose much higher, 
even in the Antarctic summer. 

“Well, we sure picked a fine day for it,’ Troy said. “Most times it’s 
cloudy and blowing like fury down here. Look!” He pointed off to 
starboard. “There she blows!” 

About five hundred yards away a low dark shape had appeared above 
the slow swell of the ocean, and a plume of spray was shooting high into 
the air. 

“Blue whale—come up for air like us,” Troy told Atlanta, who had 
joined him at the instrument bank. “See how that plume widens the higher it 
goes? Always tell blue whales that way, honey!” 

The whale spouted several times and then the great body arched, a 
monstrous tail curved out of the water and the creature sank majestically 
from sight. 

“Nice to know we’ve got company.” 

“Troy!” Atlanta caught at his arm and pointed ahead. “What’s that out 
there—land?” 

“T hope not, Atlanta, or our instruments are way out. Shouldn’t be 
anything between us and the Antarctica ice barrier.” 

But there was something on the horizon, something that glowed redly 


like a ship on fire. 


Troy looked through his glasses. 

“Guess it’s an iceberg,” he said at length. “Sun’s staining it that colour. 
Must be drifting north on the current we’ve been tracking.” 

“Could be it’s come up from the area we’re aiming for, Troy,” said 
Phones. 

“Yeah. Let’s take a closer look at it. Surface rate four, Phones.” 

Stingray sped across the water like a huge speedboat. As the iceberg 
loomed bigger and bigger, Atlanta and Marina peered eagerly at it from the 
observation window, for Marina was as much a stranger to these southern 
seas as Atlanta. 

“Pretty big,” Troy said presently. “What d’you make her?” 

Phones operated his scanners and made a rapid calculation. 

“Guess she’s ten miles long and maybe two hundred and fifty feet high. 
That means there’s some two thousand feet of her below the surface.” 

Slowly they approached the huge mass of ice. Its glistening cliffs and 
ridges were still tinged by the smouldering sun, and here and there a 
crevasse gashed it darkly. 

“Somewhere south of New Zealand maybe she’ll get caught up in the 
West Wind Drift and dragged round towards Cape Horn,” Troy said. 

“And finish where you picked up Pharacilon in his Poseidon?” Atlanta 
asked eagerly. 

“Maybe... But the Poseidon could have come up on any of the four cold 
currents from Antarctica. We can’t be sure it was this one.” 

“Look!” Atlanta pointed above the berg. “What’s that bird, an 
albatross?” 

Troy focused his glasses on the dark shape floating above the berg’s 


skyline. The powerful lenses revealed that the bird was brown and fawn, 


with streaks of white on the tips of its great wings, which had a span of 
about four feet. 

“Skua gull!” he said. “Take a look!” 

Atlanta looked through the binoculars at the bird, which was now diving 
towards the berg like a hawk after a mouse. 

“Oh, it’s lovely!” she exclaimed. 

“Sure, but it’s a killer. The vulture of the south seas they call it. It’ll 
attack anything eatable. It’s even believed to eat its own young.” 

“T’m sure it’s attacking something on the berg right now, Troy.” 

“Another bird, maybe, or scavenging a dead seal. Like to take a closer 
look? Seems a good opportunity to test the monocopters.” 

Taking Stingray to within a hundred yards of the berg, Troy handed over 
the controls to Phones. 

“Chance to wear those winter woollies, too,” he grinned at Atlanta as 
they left the cabin. 

“Watch your step with that skua!” Phones called after them warningly 
as he watched the great gull diving again and again behind a ridge of ice not 
far from the water line of the berg. “He won’t like you poking your nose 
in.” 

Troy and Atlanta put on anaraks and woollen headgear with ear flaps 
and went through the after bulkhead into the bay where the monocopters— 
one-seat hovercraft used for short distance surface reconnaissance—were 
housed. 

A few moments later they were airborne, skimming over the narrow 
stretch of water separating Stingray from the berg. 

As they approached, Troy saw the skua dive again, and now he could 
hear its raucous screaming. It was enough to strike terror into a human 


being, let alone any small creature that was being hunted. 


Then Troy heard a faint screeching coming from behind the ridge as if 
something was in mortal distress. He steered the monocopter in that 
direction and the skua rose, squawking in fright, and flew off over the open 
sea. 

“Look, Troy, down that crevasse!” Atlanta called out excitedly, pointing 
down at a dark crack in the far slope of the ridge. “It looks like an animal.” 

Troy circled and went lower, hovering just above the fissure, which was 
too narrow to admit the ’copter. Some feet down, huddled on a narrow 
ledge of ice, was a young penguin, its grey chick features just turning to the 
familiar white and black of the adult bird. 

Only the fact that the fissure was so narrow had prevented the skua 
diving down to seize it. 

“Poor little pet!” Atlanta said, joining Troy above the crevasse. “We 
must rescue it.” 

“Sure, honey.” 

Troy touched down beside the crevasse and got off his machine. 
Uncoiling a nylon rope that formed part of its gear, he gave one end to 
Atlanta and tied the other about his waist. 

“Take the strain, honey! It’s liable to be slippery down there.” 

Atlanta tied the rope to her machine and rose a little, then locked it at 
that level. Carefully Troy lowered himself into the narrow fissure. It was a 
tight squeeze and he found himself wondering what would happen if some 
movement of the ice brought those two razor-sharp edges together. 

Against the sky the skua had wheeled and come back, screeching angry 
defiance. 

Troy landed on the ledge beside the penguin. It chattered as if afraid and 
cowered away from him, trying to squeeze itself into a tiny crack in the ice 


face. 


Holding on tightly to the rope with one hand, Troy stooped to pick up 
the penguin with the other. 

“Come along, little ’un!” he said soothingly. “Uncle Troy’s not going to 
hurt you.” 

The penguin didn’t seem to think so, for it whistled and spat and flapped 
its flippers and pecked at his hand. 

But at last Troy got a grip on it. Holding it tight against his body with 
one arm, he twisted the slack of the rope about his other arm. 

“Haul away, honey!” he called. 

Atlanta raised her monocopter, steadily pulling Troy from the fissure 
until he was able to step out on to the ice near his own machine. 

And then a shadow swept swiftly across the ice and a blood-curdling 
scream from above him sent icy prickling along his spine. 

“Look out, Troy!” shouted Atlanta. 

He glanced up. The skua was diving straight at him, its cruel curved 
beak gaping as it screamed its hate. 

He tried to get to his ’copter, but then the bird was on him, beating at 
him with great wings. Terrified, the young penguin struggled free and leapt 
from his arms. He tried to grab it and slipped. A wing buffeted his head, 
knocking him towards the fissure. 

Frantically he tried to save himself, but his clawing fingers could get no 
hold on the smooth ice. The next instant he had skidded over the edge and 
was plunging down into the darkness. 

He grabbed at the ledge from which he had rescued the penguin, but 
again his fingers could not get a grip on the ice. 

He hurtled down, the rope paying out like a fishing line in the mouth of 
a runaway tuna. 


Down!... Down!... 


Would the hundred-foot line take the strain of the jerk of his dead 
weight? 

Even as he wondered, the jerk came, rattling his teeth and almost 
dislocating his spine. Dazed and sick he swung there, only vaguely 
conscious that the rope had held. 

Gradually his head cleared and he looked about him. The darkness of 
the fissure was relieved only by the faint gleam of the ice walls. Below he 
could see nothing. The gloom seemed filled with ominous creakings and 
faint rumblings as the stresses and strains of the great mountain of ice 
asserted themselves. He thought he heard the gurgle of water too. 

“Troy! Troy! Are you all right?” 

The voice seemed to come from a long way off. 

He raised his aching head and looked up. Far above him he could see 
the narrow ribbon of daylight that marked the mouth of the crevasse—and 
silhouetted against it was a dim shape he knew must be Atlanta. With an 
effort he cupped his hands and called back. “I’m all right. Leastways, I still 
seem to be in one piece.” 

“Stand by! [’ll haul you out with the ’copter!” 

“Okay! But hold it a minute. I’ll switch on my torch. I don’t want to get 
caught on anything on the way up.” Taking his torch from its belt sling, he 
shone it about him. The crevasse was much wider here than at the top, so he 
was swinging well clear of both walls. 

“Guess that was a lucky break,” he muttered. “If it had narrowed I’d 
have finished up wedged tight like a—Great Barrier Reef!” 

He swung there, staring in amazement at one of the walls. 

“Troy!” called Atlanta. “Anything wrong?” 

“Not unless it’s my eyesight! Are you safe from that skua?” 

“Sure. He flew off after attacking you. Why?” 


“Then stand by. There’s something down here I’ve got to take a closer 
look at. Have you got a few feet of rope to spare?” 

“Guess so. But, Troy, what have you found down there?” 

He grinned. “I think it’s a boat, Atlanta. The things folk leave lying 
around in the queerest places!” 

Atlanta paid out a few more feet of rope which she had looped about the 
monocopter, and Troy swung himself slowly towards the wall that had 
excited his interest, playing his torch on it. His pulses raced as he looked at 
it. Embedded in the ice, as if behind a plate glass window, was a sailing 
vessel some thirty feet long, with a high prow and poop and, along the side, 
ports for a single bank of oars. It was contorted slightly, as if the enormous 
pressures of the ice that imprisoned it had twisted it. 

“You did say a boat, didn’t you, Troy?” Atlanta called. “What sort of a 
boat?” 

“At a guess I’d say it was an ancient galley. Haul me up!” 

Carefully, Atlanta raised the monocopter until Troy swung clear of the 
crevasse, then she lowered him to the ice. 

Her hazel eyes widened when he described the vessel. “Troy! It sounds 
just like a Greek galley!” 

“Or a Kronosian one.” 

“You—you mean it could have come from the same place as 
Pharacilon?” 

“Sure. If my hunch is right, this berg’s drifting north on the same 
current. I believe this is the lead we’re looking for, Atlanta. Remember what 
Pharacilon’s manuscript said—the people of Kronos couldn’t flee because 
their ships were frozen in the ice! Get back to Stingray and tell Phones to 


bring me an aquascan camera. I’ve got to send your Pa a picture of this.” 


“Okay, Troy, but where’s that poor little penguin? We can’t leave him 
stranded on this berg.” 

She didn’t have to look far for the penguin. It was standing just beyond 
Troy’s monocopter, watching them with the curiosity of its kind. Now the 
skua had gone, it seemed to have lost its fear. Troy remembered reading that 
penguins had very short memories. 

As she approached it hissed, but then as if to reassure Atlanta that it 
wasn’t being unfriendly, it stretched out its neck and screeched and waddled 
towards her. 

She picked it up, stroking it as she got into her machine. It seemed 
perfectly happy sitting on her lap when she took off. 

“Say, what are you aiming to do with it, Atlanta?” Troy called after her. 

“Keep it aS a mascot.” 

He grinned. “Guess feeding it won’t be any trouble. You can just tie a 
lead round its neck and put it out of a hatch to fish for its supper.” 

Soon Phones was back, bringing the camera and double length nylon 
lines and some iron spikes. They drove them into the ice, secured the ropes, 
and descended into the crevasse. 

Phones whistled when he saw the galley in the ice. 

“Professor Carlsen, the archaeologist at headquarters, would give plenty 
to get this out of the ice. Any chance, Troy?” 

“Be a tough job, Phones. We sure couldn’t handle it. But maybe they’|l 
pick up the berg later and find a way of getting it out in one piece. Scalding 
water jets might do it.” 

Troy busied himself with the camera. It was fitted with an infra-red lens 
so there was no need for flash lighting. 


“What’s the groaning noise?” Phones asked uneasily. 


“Ice stress, I reckon. A mass of ice like this must always be shifting 
slightly, expanding and contracting like the timbers of an old house.” 

As Troy took his last picture, there was a loud creaking noise from the 
depths below. Then the ice-face before them cracked across like a cold 
mirror plunged into hot water. 

“Let’s get the blazes out of here, Troy!” gasped Phones, grabbing the 
rope above his head and beginning to haul himself up hand over hand. 

“Guess you’re right, brother,” Troy grunted, hooking the camera to his 
belt and swarming up the other rope. 

From below came rumblings and groanings. Then the ice-face on the 
other side split down as if struck with a gigantic axe. 

Cold sweat broke out on Troy’s brow. 

“Faster, Phones!” he gulped. “I don’t fancy being the jam in the 
sandwich.” 

Members of the WASPS were trained to climb cliffs at speed, but 
neither of them had ever climbed so fast before. 

Phones reached the top first, clambered out and then turned to grab 
Troy’s anorak and haul him clear of the fissure. 

From the depths below came a sound like a small bomb exploding. 
Slivers of ice careered down the ice slope above them. 

“The ’copters—quick!” Troy shouted. 

Slithering and sliding, they somehow got to the machines and boarded 
them. The ice beneath them shuddered and heaved. They triggered 
maximum speed and shot off the berg like corks from a pop-gun. 

There was a thunderous roar. Ice chips hurtled past them like a hail of 
bullets. 

Troy grabbed the radio microphone. “Atlanta!” he yelled into it. “Get 
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Stingray away—fast 


“Okay, Troy!” 

But even as Atlanta’s voice sounded in his ears, he saw the great berg 
split along the line of the fissure, and then slowly, ponderously, a huge 
section slid away with a deep menacing rumble and plunged into the sea. 

Scarcely daring to breathe, he watched a gigantic wave surge across the 
narrow stretch of water between Stingray and the berg. If Atlanta couldn’t 
start the motors... 

Seventy yards... sixty... fifty... forty... Suddenly the powerful motors 
burst into life and Stingray shot forward in a great spurt of foam, gaining on 
that angry wall of water with every length it covered. 

“Phew!” Phones gasped as they sent their monocopters skimming above 
the turbulent sea in pursuit of their vessel. “No more messing about in 
strange icebergs for me, Troy.” 

“That makes two of us, pal,” Troy smiled, looking back at the smaller 
berg that had now appeared in the water near the mother one. “But I’m sure 
glad I got those film shots. Reckon there won’t be much of that galley 
worth salvaging now.” 

Back in Stingray, Troy told the girls what had happened on the iceberg. 

“Smart getaway you made, Atlanta,” he said. 

She glanced at Marina. “I nearly panicked. If it hadn’t been for Marina 
—well, I don’t know what would have happened.” 

“Guess Stingray would have ridden it out somehow, but the hydroplanes 
and the fins might have been damaged—and you girls would have got a 
nasty buffeting.” 

“I’m sure the little penguin brought us luck, Troy. I’m glad we rescued 
it.” 

Troy looked at the penguin, which was waddling round the cabin 


examining everything curiously with its button eyes. 


“Maybe you’re right. If it hadn’t been trapped down that crevasse we’d 
never have found the galley, anyway. We’ll sign it on as ship’s mascot. 
What are you going to call it? Must enter something in the log.” 

Atlanta pursed her lips thoughtfully. “I’ve been thinking about that, 
Troy, but—well, how do you tell a he penguin from a she penguin? They all 
look exactly alike.” 

“Sure. I understand that’s quite a problem in the best penguin circles,” 
Troy grinned. “According to the experts, you offer it a stone. If it takes it— 
well, it’s no gentleman.” 

Atlanta frowned. “Stones are in short supply around here...” 

Marina touched her arm and gestured towards her uniform, and 
Atlanta’s face brightened. 

Pulling a button from her tunic, she offered it to the penguin, which 
regarded it quizzically for a moment then pecked it from her hand and 
waddled away into the stand-by lounge. 

“Guess that settles it,” she laughed. “I'll call her Penelope.” 

Troy looked solemnly at Phones. “Guess we’ll have to mind our P’s and 
Q’s from now on, lieutenant. We’re out-numbered by three to one.” 

Troy transmitted the pictures of the galley to headquarters, but said 
nothing about the risk he and Phones had taken to get them. 

“Nice work, Tempest,” said Commander Shore. “Seems you’re on the 
right trail. You’ll be heading straight down that current to the ice barrier, 
huh?” 

“Yes, sir. We’ll search below the ice. The charts of the sea bed in that 
section show several canyons that could be old river beds. Maybe one of 
them’s what we’re looking for.” 
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“Okay, captain! Carry on!” The commander’s voice softened. “How are 


those two girls making out, Troy?” 


“They’re doing fine, sir. In fact, if it hadn’t been for Atlanta, I guess we 
wouldn’t have spotted that galley.” 

“Great! Maybe I’ll forget about the floor-scrubbing when she gets 
back,” Shore chuckled. Then his voice grew serious again. “Any sign of 
Titan trouble?” 

“No, sir. Reckon we got a good start. None of those terror fish are fast 
enough to overtake us.” 

“Maybe, but that shark’s got some amber mines somewhere in those 
seas. He might have sent a long range call to alert them. Keep your eyes 
skinned.” 

“Sure.” 

Troy signed off and sent Stingray speeding south at twenty fathoms. 

Two hundred miles north by east an aquaphibian grinned evilly, and 
with a webbed hand turned a switch on the control bank of his mechanical 
fish. 

The image of Titan appeared on a small video screen before him. 

“You have news of Stingray?” the ruler of Titanica asked coldly. 

“Yes, O Mighty One! It is still heading south towards the continent of 
ice. Do you wish us to close in and destroy it? We are four to one.” 

Titan’s lips twisted in a sardonic smile. “Even if you were twenty to 
one, Tempest might still be more than a match for you—curse him! But I 
shall bide my time. I shall be interested to learn what he finds down there. 

“Then will be the time to strike. Meanwhile, do not lose touch with him 
—or you Shall suffer the death of a thousand stings.” 

The aquaphibian shuddered and cringed before the image of his master. 

“We shall not fail you, O Mighty One.” 


CHAPTER 6 


Bottom of the World 


“HEY, LISTEN TO THIS, TROY!” Atlanta exclaimed eagerly, looking up from the 
book on Antarctica she was reading in the standby lounge. 

Troy, writing up his log at the table, grinned flatly at her. “Don’t tell me 
you’ve found a joke in a book from our navigation library, honey.” 

“T’d have thought this was a joke a few days ago, Troy,” she said 
seriously. “But now I’m not so sure. Listen! 

“In the United Slates in the early nineteenth century there was a popular 
belief that the earth was hollow and habitable and that the entry was 
somewhere in the Antarctic. The chief advocate of this strange notion— 
Jeremiah N Reynolds—was so convincing in his arguments that no less 
than twenty bills were introduced in Congress proposing that a Navy 
expedition should sail into the globe’s interior and plant the American flag 
there.” 

Troy chuckled. “Well, what d’you know? How crazy can folk get? 
Sailing into a hole into the Antarctic and...” 

He broke off as he caught Atlanta smiling whimsically at him. 

“Er—sure, Atlanta. I get your point. That’s just about what we’re 
aiming to do, I guess. Anything more about it in that book?” 

“No. The bills never got through, of course. Most of the guys in 
Congress thought Reynolds was crazy, but it’s certainly food for thought...” 


“Ahoy there!” Phones cut in over the intercom speaker. “Pack ice 
ahead!” 

Troy and Atlanta hurried into the control cabin. Phones was studying his 
instruments. “Guess this is it, Troy. Solid ice as far as the scanner’s range.” 

Troy slid into his seat. “All clear topside?” 

“Sure. There’s ice floating around—floes, I guess—but we’re in an 
open area.” 

“Okay. We’ll go up and have a look round.” 

As Stingray slowly surfaced, they all peered eagerly out. About a 
quarter of a mile ahead of them was the jagged edge of the ice barrier, in 
parts wafer thin, in others several feet thick. Its surface was crowded with 
penguins, thousands of them. The ice stretched away to rearing blue white 
cliffs and beyond them, towering through low fleecy clouds, were the black 
and white streaked peaks of gigantic mountains. 

All around them, at a safe distance, were ice floes, while, some miles 
astern, silhouetted against the low red sun, a massive flat-topped iceberg 
was heading north in the grip of the current whose course they had followed 
to this dead white land. 

“Hey, look at the spectators!” Phones said, as an ice floe floated past, 
packed with penguins, who stood watching Stingray as passengers on a 
ferry boat might watch a liner entering a harbour. 

At the sight of them, Penelope, who had hopped up on to the couch in 
the lounge, squawked excitedly and flapped her flippers. 

Atlanta looked round at her wistfully. “Maybe I ought to set her free to 
join them?” 

“Reckon it would be kinder to keep her, honey,” Troy said. “They’ ll 
either smother her with kindness or drive her away. And there’s an odds-on 


chance of a skua or a sea leopard getting her for dinner.” 


Even as he spoke a skua gull swooped down at the penguins on the floe, 
screeching viciously at them, and the frightened birds dived into the water. 

“Where do we go from here, Troy?” Phones asked. Troy pointed to the 
mountains. “Guess from the look of those we’re not so far from the 
mainland. The sea ice can’t be wide here. We’ll submerge and proceed 
under the ice. Report to Marineville, destination reached, Phones.” 

Phones switched on the radio. The splutter of static came through the 
speaker. It was louder than usual and Phones couldn’t filter it out. 

“Too near the magnetic pole,” he said, putting out the call sign. 
“Stingray calling Marineville base. Stingray calling Marineville base. Can 
you hear me, Marineville?” 

“Marineville calling Stingray,” answered a faint voice at last. “Come in, 
Stingray!” 

“Captain Tempest reporting to control tower...” 


“Control tower to Tempest. Hold on, captain! Commander Shore wants 
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to speak to you person 

The distant voice ceased abruptly, and Phones looked puzzledly at the 
radio bank. 

“What’s the matter?” asked Troy. 

“You heard that. They were cut off dead, just as if someone switched the 
radio off.” 

“That’s queer.” 

Atlanta looked round from the window, her face draining of colour. 
“You—you don’t suppose anything could have happened? If Marineville 
had been suddenly attacked...” 

“We'd still get some contact, Atlanta—you ought to know that. The 
emergency red would come through automatically to warn all patrol craft.” 


“It’s completely dead,” Phones said. “I’m not even getting static.” 


“So it can’t be a radio blackout which they sometimes get at the Poles 
because of magnetic interference.” 

“And it can’t be the circuit, Troy. Everything is registering okay. A 
faulty component would have been bypassed automatically.” 

“All the same we’d better make a component by component check, 
Phones. Even auto-controls can slip up sometimes.” 

“Okay.” 

The girls amused themselves watching through binoculars the weird 
antics of the penguins massed on the ice sheet while Troy and Phones 
stripped down the radio bank. 

At last Phones burst out angrily, “It’s no use, Troy! Everything’s okay, 
but the radio’s as dead as a doornail. I’ve never come up against anything 
like this before. It’s just as though we’re blanketed.” 

“Blanketed?” Troy looked sharply at him. “You mean someone’s 
deliberately cut us off from base?” 

Phones shrugged. “You suggest a better explanation, Troy.” 

Marina grimaced and made a sign to Troy. 

“She reckons this is Titan’s doing,” he told the others. 

“Doesn’t sound like Titan to me,” Phones growled. “He likes to snoop 
on us and if he wanted to stop us contacting headquarters he’d jam us. This 
is something different, Troy, just as though we’re being screened.” 

“A force field?” 

“Maybe. Titan hasn’t got the know-how to throw a force screen round 
us at this range. Even Marineville couldn’t do it.” 

“But remember what father said, Phones!” put in Atlanta. “Titan might 
have alerted terror fish already operating down here.” 

Phones shrugged, still not convinced. 


“We’ ll try the sonorphone,” Troy said. “Stand by to submerge.” 


Since Marineville electronic experts had perfected a means of sending 
radio waves through water, which normally distorts electromagnetic 
transmission, WASP patrols had abandoned the use of the hydrophone for 
long distance communication because of the long time-lag. But sound 
transmission was only effective at below twenty fathoms because of surface 
disturbances and reflections. 

At two hundred feet Phones sent out the call sign repeatedly. 

“Seems okay,” he said after a few minutes. “No interference.” He broke 
off with a muttered exclamation. 

“What happened?” 

“That last signal bounced right back at me, Troy, from a hundred feet.” 

Troy’s face tightened. “So now they’ve put a sonic screen round us as 
well.” 

“Yeah, whoever they are.” 

“Stand by! If their power range is limited, maybe we can lose the force 
field. Acceleration rate six, Phones.” 

“Hold it, Troy!” the operator said urgently. “If we’re sound blocked we 
can’t use the scanners for navigation. At that speed we might hit submerged 
ice before we saw it.” 

“Guess you’re right. Okay, we’ ll surface and make the run there.” 

On the surface Troy turned Stingray and sent it surging away from the 
ice barrier, slowly at first, in case the strange force screen had the power to 
hold them. Finding there was no obstruction, he stepped up the acceleration 
gradually to maximum surface speed. But a hundred miles out the force 
field still seemed to be with them, nullifying Phones’s constant efforts to 
make radio contact with the outer world. 

Grimly he sent the super sub hurtling to all points of the compass, 


seeking in vain to escape from that invisible electronic net that screened 


them. 

“Just a waste of fuel,” he said bitterly, finally bringing Stingray to rest a 
few miles off the ice. 

“We’re just like a fish being played at the end of a line,” growled 
Phones. “I sure don’t like it, Troy.” 

“I’m not exactly doubled up with laughter. We’ve got to get through to 
headquarters somehow. But I don’t see how, unless we keep on heading 
north on the surface until we’re free to transmit. And I sure don’t like 
running away.” 

“If we can’t use our own radio, why not try another one!” Atlanta said 
eagerly. 

“Now that’s a real good idea!” Troy retorted, flinging her a withering 
glance. “Just hang on while I pop along to the store on the corner and buy 
another one.” 

“T’m serious, Troy! Why, there must be dozens of meteorological 
stations and other scientific posts dotted all over the ice cap.” 

“Atlanta, you’ve hit it!” he exclaimed. “Let’s have a look at the charts 
of this sector, Phones.” 

Troy ran his finger along the wavey line that marked the summer limit 
of the pack ice. 

“There’s a weather station west by south of here, fifty miles inland as 
the crow flies.” 

“But we’re not crows,” Phones said wearily. “And that’s way beyond 
the range of the monocopters, even if we could use ’em without freezing 
solid.” 

“What about the snow-jet?” Atlanta suggested. 

“Guess you’re the brains of this outfit, Atlanta,’ Troy said. “That ice 


sheet looks pretty level. By skirting that mountain ridge over there I reckon 


I could make the station in an hour or so.” 

“I was forgetting the snow-jet,’” Phones frowned. “But suppose that 
force field’s solid enough to stop anything leaving Stingray?” 

“We won’t know until we try, Phones. But Ill need an observer. 
There’ ll be plenty to look out for, fissures and ice humps.” 

“Phones ought to stay with Stingray and this is no trip for Marina,” 
Atlanta said. “Guess that just leaves me. Come on, Troy! It’s another 
chance to wear those winter woollies.” 

The snow-jet was a development of the snow-cats of the polar explorers 
and the freight sledge-trains of the far north. It was powered by a small 
atomic motor similar to Stingray’s and instead of caterpillar tracks it had 
sledge runners which could carry it over smooth ice at anything up to a 
hundred miles an hour. Hover jets could be brought into use to negotiate 
humps and low ridges, and booster units enabled it to leap-frog even wide 
crevasses. 

It was standard equipment on Polar patrols for use in emergencies, such 
as a vessel becoming icebound. 

Stingray was manoeuvred close to an ice bank a few feet high and the 
hatch gangway was run out. 

Troy slowly eased the snow-jet across the gangway, half expecting to 
meet with some resistance. But there was none, and he ran the vehicle out 
on to the ice, much to the indignation of the swarming penguins, who 
squawked and screeched their protests at this strange monster that was 
invading their nesting grounds. 

Although the air-conditioned cabin of the vehicle was heated, Troy and 
Atlanta put on full polar equipment. In the Antarctic, still untamed after two 


hundred years of exploration and scientific investigation, it was madness to 


take the slightest gamble. If the snow-jet broke down, they would have to 
struggle back on foot. 

“Watch it, Troy!” Phones called from the hatch, indicating the sky 
above the mountains, where dark clouds were building up ominously. 
“Blizzards can blow up mighty fast down here.” 

“T’ll keep in touch, pal!” Troy grinned, closing the window of the cabin. 

It was not until they had slowly and carefully negotiated the hordes of 
penguins and were skimming over smooth ice beyond that Troy realised the 
pointlessness of what he had just said to Phones. The remark had become a 
standard farewell between them. But this time... 

“Look, Troy!” Atlanta exclaimed. “Look at Stingray!” 

Troy glanced back at the super sub. It was standing off some distance 
from the edge of the ice, for there was always the danger of a heavy floe 
breaking away and damaging the vessel. 

In the clear cold air, he could plainly see what looked like a faint 
shimmering transparent curtain enveloping Stingray. 

“Guess that’s the force screen. I wonder if our radio’s affected?” 

He switched on the short range two-way transmitter with which the 
snow-jet was equipped. It seemed to be working, for the shuttering of static 
filled the little cabin, but he could not get through to Phones. 

“T’d feel happier about this,” he muttered, “if I knew who was doing it. 
But if Titan isn’t, who in the name of Neptune is?” 

For once Atlanta was lost for an answer. 

The going wasn’t as easy as Troy had anticipated. The snow-jet behaved 
well on the level sea ice, but when they reached the mainland the frozen 
snow was humped and furrowed like the sands of a desert and he had to cut 


the speed to a crawl and make frequent use of the hover jets. More than 


once they were almost into a crevasse before they saw it just in time to leap- 
frog over. 

It was over an hour before they reached the end of the ridge and Troy 
calculated they had as far again to travel before they sighted the weather 
station. 

What if they found it was an automatically-controlled station which 
taped its observations to transmit them to a central collating station, which 
might be a thousand miles away? 

Atlanta touched his arm and pointed up to the gaunt black and white 
peaks of the mountains. They were being rapidly submerged in a drifting 
sea of dark cloud. 

“They look full of snow to me, Troy,” she said anxiously. 

“Sure do. But we must be halfway there now. It would be crazy to turn 
back.” 

But, as they turned the end of the ridge and headed almost due south, 
steering by the compass, the wind came howling at them across the bottom 
of the world, whipping up the fine powder of the frozen snow ahead of 
them into whirling white devils that reduced visibility to a few yards in a 
matter of seconds. 

The snow-jet gave a violent lurch and heeled over as it charged a big 
hummock which appeared suddenly out of the white fog. Only a lightning 
application by Troy of the hover jet control saved them. 

And then the snow came, huge driving flakes that plastered the cabin 
windows faster than the heaters and wipers could clear them. The snow-jet 
vibrated under the tremendous power that Nature had unleashed against it. 

“It’s no good, Troy!” Atlanta gasped. “We—we can’t go on!” 


“Guess not!” 


Troy knew now why Man, with all the wonderful inventions of the past 
century, had never been able to tame the Antarctic. A whole squadron of 
super snow-jets could have made little progress against the fury of such a 
blizzard on terrain like this. 

“Tf we stop here, we’ ll be buried, honey,” he said. “I’1l manoeuvre to the 
lee of that ridge over there.” 

Twice, sudden thrusts of the hundred-mile an hour gale nearly 
overturned the struggling vehicle. Once the motor stopped and Troy thought 
the driving snow had blocked the jets. But it recovered and at last he swung 
the vehicle round behind the ridge. 

Here, where the back draught had scoured the snow from the black 
rock, it was comparatively calm. 

Troy cut the motor and they sat there listening to the roar of the wind 
about their sanctuary. 

That low wall of black rock was the only break they could see in the 
swirling white curtain that surrounded them. 

“This isn’t our day,” Troy said. “Maybe we shouldn’t have left Stingray. 
We must have got clear of that force screen sooner or later if we’d kept on 
heading north...” 

“How can you be sure of that, Troy? Besides, it would have been like 
quitting.” 

He grinned wryly. “Guess so, and WASPS never quit. No, we should 
have pushed on under the ice.” 

“Without scanners to navigate with?” 

“The very first subs didn’t have scanners, Atlanta. If your Pa had been 
in our place that’s what he’d have done.” 

Troy’s voice trailed off and he stared through the snow-splotched 


window of the cabin beyond Atlanta. 


“What’s the matter, Troy?” 

“Something moving out there.” 

She swung and peered through the window in the direction he was 
pointing, but all she could see were black and white patches of the ridge 
wall and the swirling snow beyond. 

“What did it look like, Troy?” 

“Just like a human figure. Queer.” 

“But nobody could keep on their feet in a blizzard like this, Troy.” 

“Maybe, but I’m certain I saw something moving out there. It couldn’t 
have been an animal. There aren’t any in the Antarctic.” 

“Tt must have been an illusion. The swirling snow played a trick on your 
eyes.” 

“Or maybe there’s an abominable snowman down here, like there’s 
supposed to be in the Himalayas,” he grinned. 

But although Troy tried to make a joke of it, deep down he felt he 
hadn’t been mistaken, and he found his gaze going again and again to the 
spot where he thought he’d seen that strange figure moving through the 
gale-driven snow. 

Two hours later the blizzard was still raging and the snow was 
beginning to build up at the end of the ridge, threatening to pen them in. 
The snow-jet had a plough, but Troy knew there were limits to what it could 
shift. 

They drank scalding coffee from the flasks and now and then, to relieve 
the tedium, Troy tried to make radio contact with Stingray or with the 
weather station they had been trying to reach, but without success. 

Luckily the heater did not fail them, although at times the thermostatic 
control seemed to be tardy in operating and the intense cold began to seep 
through the tough shell of the cabin. 


Maybe it was the 
strain of looking 
continually at the 
whirling snow, but 
Troy found it difficult 
to keep his eyes open 
after a time. 

He glanced at 
Atlanta, who had 
fallen silent, and saw 
she was _ nodding 
sleepily. 

As if aware of his 
eyes on her, she jerked 
herself awake and gave 
, him a sheepish grin. 
RN : if) Lb A iy “Too many late 


Dy TIN YRS My nights at base,” she 


We rsany 


iN 
lige D 


iy “an 14 
said. 


“T shouldn’t have 





dragged you into this, 
A pale violet beam struck Troy in the face honey,” he told her. 
“You drag me?” 
she jibbed. “It was my 
own crazy idea, wasn’t it? I suggested the weather station.” 
After a while her auburn head drooped again and then she slumped 


forward over the control bank and fell asleep. 


Troy blinked open his tired eyes. It wouldn’t do for both of them to 
sleep. If the heater failed or something went wrong with the air 
conditioning... 

He blinked again, stiffening as he stared from the window. 

Was that something moving out there in the snow again? He resisted an 
impulse to rouse Atlanta to ask if she could see it. 

Maybe he was imagining it, maybe it was an illusion as she had 
suggested. A blizzard could play strange tricks on your senses. 

He jerked upright. Something was moving out there! 

The window was frosting up. He pressed the de-icer button and jets of 
hot vapour cleared it temporarily. He leaned forward, peering out. 

And then a pale violet beam stabbed from the snow curtain and struck 
him in the face, blinding him. 

He tried to draw back, but found he was powerless to move. He tried to 
call to Atlanta, but no sound came from his lips. 

A dark cloud descended on his mind, and, as he whirled down into 
oblivion, it seemed that a strange voice was calling to him as if down a long 


echoing tunnel... 


CHAPTER 7 
‘Pm Quitting!” 


WHEN ATLANTA OPENED HER EYES it seemed very cold in the snow-jet cabin. 
She told herself the heater must have failed and thanked her stars she and 
Troy were wearing thick polar clothing over their uniforms. 

To her relief the blizzard had ceased, and somewhere the low Antarctic 
sun was trying to break through the clouds. 

Troy was slumped over his controls, fast asleep. She smiled. She could 
imagine his trying to keep awake after she had fallen asleep, to make sure 
that the heater didn’t fail or a change in the direction of the wind did not 
threaten to bury them under the driving snow. He’d be mad with himself 
when he awakened. 

She looked at her watch, but it had stopped. It had been going when 
they’d sought the shelter of the ridge. She thought it must have stopped 
after she’d fallen asleep. 

The clock on the control bank had stopped at exactly the same time. 
Strange! She supposed some magnetic disturbance had done it, for they 
must be very close to the magnetic pole. 

But the great thing was that the blizzard had stopped too. They ought to 
start back as soon as possible. Phones and Marina must be getting mighty 
worried about them. 

Or maybe they ought to push on to try to reach that weather station after 


all? But that was for Troy to decide. 


She got a flask from the provision locker and poured some hot coffee 
into a cup. Leaning across, she shook Troy gently to rouse him. 

He seemed to take a long time coming round, and when at last he raised 
his head he looked dazedly at her, almost as if he had difficulty in 
recognising her. 

“Come on, Troy! Drink this down! We’ve got to get cracking before 
another blizzard blows up.” 

“Sure.” 

He took the coffee absently, as though his mind was elsewhere, and 
gulped it down. But that dazed look didn’t go from his face. It worried her. 

She remembered his imagining he’d seen a figure out there in the 
blizzard just before she’d fallen asleep. The great white wastes had strange 
effects on some folk. But Troy was as tough as they came. 

“Are you all right, Troy?” she asked anxiously. 

He stared at her almost as if he resented the question. 

“All right? Sure I’m all right. Stand by to submerge!” 

“Troy!” She looked at him aghast. “We’re not in Stingray!” 

He blinked and looked about him. “That’s right!” 

He pressed the palms of his hands against his eyes. “Guess I must have 
been dreaming.” 

“More coffee?” 

“T’ve got to get back to Stingray!” 

He said it abruptly, strangely, as if he were repeating something he’d 
been told to say. 

She regarded him anxiously. This wasn’t like Troy. 

“Okay,” she said. “We’ll get back, Troy. Maybe that force field has gone 


and Phones has been able to contact Marineville.” 


Troy made no reply, but started the motors. In spite of the cold they 
sparked easily, and a low comforting whine filled the cabin. The heater 
came on, too. 

Slowly Troy reversed the snow-jet, then swung it towards the drifted 
snow. The force of the gale had piled it high in places and left clear avenues 
in others. In one of these avenues the gleam of ice showed through and 
Troy sent the vehicle skimming along it, using the hover jets now and then 
to hurdle a snow mound or a narrow fissure. 

Presently, far off, Atlanta saw the sea, with the penguins clustered in 
their droves on the pack ice at the edge. She wondered what they had done 
in the blizzard. Dived into the water, she supposed, and found shelter 
among the floes. 

Her heart gave a little leap when she saw Stingray riding the ocean 
swell about a quarter of a mile out. 

Deep down she had been harbouring a secret dread that something 
might have happened to it in their absence. Whoever had put that force 
screen about it might have taken other, more aggressive action against the 
vessel. 

“Let’s go on, Troy!” she said eagerly. “Let’s search for an underground 
river.” 

“No! I can’t go on!” 

He spoke sharply, and she glanced at him puzzledly. 

“You can’t? You mean...?” 

“This mission’s too tough for me to handle. I’m quitting!” 

“Quitting?” 

She stared at him unbelievingly. This wasn’t Troy speaking. He’d never 
quit on any task yet, however tough. The tougher it was the more 


determined he’d always been to see it through. That was what had made 


him her father’s ace operational captain; that was why Titan’s aquaphibians 
feared to meet him unless they had the odds heavily weighted in their 
favour. 

“But—but you can’t quit now, Troy!” she burst out desperately. “How 
can you talk like that?” 

“T’m in command of the operation!” he said tersely. Again he spoke as 
if he were repeating something he had been told to say. He did not even 
look at her. “I give the orders.” 

Atlanta did not reply. There was no sense in arguing with him, she felt. 
Better to wait till they were back in Stingray and let Phones tackle him. 

Phones must have been anxiously on the lookout for them, for, as they 
drew nearer, Stingray glided in towards the ice. 

Atlanta saw with dismay that the shimmering haze was still about it. 

“The force screen’s still there, Troy!” she exclaimed. 

“Force screen?” 

He spoke absently, as if he didn’t know what she was talking about, and 
her puzzlement and anxiety grew. Had his memory been affected, too? 

When the snow-jet reached the ice bank amid a chorus of scolding 
penguins and screeching skuas, she saw Phones and Marina smiling at them 
from the control cabin. 

She waved to them, but Troy ignored them, and when Phones lowered 
the hatch gangway, Troy drove the machine across it mechanically, as if he 
were going through the routine subconsciously rather than of his own 
volition. 

Before the snow-jet came to rest in the hold, Atlanta scrambled out and 
raced up the companionway to the control cabin. 

“Hi, Atlanta!” Phones greeted her cheerfully. “We were mighty glad to 


see you steaming over the horizon... What’s the matter?” he added, looking 


anxiously at her agitated face. 

“It’s Troy!” she gasped. “He’s behaving awfully queerly, Phones. He 
says he’s quitting, returning to base.” 

“Like catfish he is!” Phones growled. “He’ll have a mutiny on his 
hands.” 

Handing over the controls to Marina, he hurried down _ the 
companionway with Atlanta close behind him. 

They found Troy still in the snow-jet cabin, but slumped over the 
controls. 

Phones, his face anxious, clambered into the cabin and raised his 
friend’s head. 

“Troy! What’s wrong? Snap out of it, pal!” 

Troy opened his eyes and stared dazedly at him. Then a puzzled look 
came over his face. 

“Phones! What are you doing here? I left you back on Stingray.” 

“Pull yourself together, pal, this is Stingray. You drove the snow-jet 
back into the hold a few minutes ago. Remember?” 

Troy frowned and shook his head. 

He rubbed a hand over his eyes. “Mighty queer! Last thing I remember 
is holing up behind a ridge in the blizzard and...” 

He raised his head, looking in alarm at Phones. 

“Atlanta! What happened to her? She fell asleep and...” 

“Relax! She’s okay. But she’s mighty worried about you, Troy. She says 
you’ve been acting like a nutcase, talking about quitting the job.” 

“Me?” Troy flushed indignantly. “Me quit? She’s the nutcase!” 

“But you did, Troy!” Atlanta thrust her head into the cabin. 

He listened in amazement as she recounted how he had behaved after 


waking up in the snow-jet after the blizzard had ceased. 


“But I don’t remember any of that,” he said bewilderedly. 

He rubbed his hand over his eyes again, forcing his memory back 
through the mists that clouded it. 

“There was someone out in the blizzard. Atlanta thought I was 
imagining it, but I’m certain I wasn’t. Then she fell asleep. I thought I saw 
someone again and I cleared the window to get a better look and then... and 
then... something happened. I can’t remember what, I can’t remember 
anything until I heard you speaking to me just now.” 

“Concentrate, Troy!” Phones urged. “Something mighty funny must 
have happened to you. We’ve got to know what.” 

Troy tried again, and then it came to him. The figure he thought he had 
seen outside the snow-jet. The light in his eyes... 

“There was a beam, a pale violet ray,” he told Phones eagerly. “It hit me 
smack between the eyes and I reckon I blacked out. But it seemed as though 
there was a voice calling me from a long way off.” 

“Nothing more?” asked Phones. 

“No.” 

Phones took his arm. “Come on, pal! What you need is some strong 
black coffee.” 

As Troy followed Phones out of the snow-jet, he looked at him 
quizzically. 

“You don’t believe it?” he demanded. “You reckon I imagined it all, 
huh?” 

“Nope. Maybe I’m letting my own imagination run away with me, Troy, 
but I think you were hypnotised.” 

“You mean by that violet ray?” Troy asked as they climbed the 
companionway after Atlanta. 


“Sure.” 


“Well, I suppose it’s on the cards. But why isn’t it working now?” 

“Maybe because you’re in Stingray.” Atlanta suggested. “The hull’s 
insulated against electronic and sonor rays—and I guess a hypnotic ray 
would have to be one or the other. Once you got inside, your mind was 
freed, and you woke up without remembering what happened while you 
were hypnotised.” 

“Tt sure fits,” Troy agreed, grinning at her. “Sorry if I got you worried, 
Atlanta.” 

When they entered the control cabin, Marina greeted them with a 
relieved smile and handed over the controls to Phones, while Penelope 
waddled towards them, squawking excitedly. It was difficult to tell whether 
she was greeting them or scolding them. 

The two girls went off to the galley to make coffee, and, stripping off 
his anorak and leggings, Troy took his seat beside Phones. 

“Who’d want to hypnotise me?” he asked. 

“Whoever put the force screen round Stingray, I guess.” Phones 
frowned thoughtfully. “Remember Titan using a hypnotic ray when he 
captured those submarine aircraft carriers and tried to use ’em to attack 
Marineville?” 

“Yeah. But you said you didn’t think Titan was behind this.” 

“T’m not so sure now.” 

“Well, I am, Phones. Sure it’s not Titan, I mean. If someone was out 
there in that blizzard with a ray, it couldn’t have been an aquaphibian. It 
wouldn’t have lasted two minutes in those sub-zero conditions. Why should 
Titan want to hypnotise me into quitting, anyway? If his aquaphibians are 
around here, they could rub me out and be done with it.” 


Phones nodded. “Seems to add up. Okay, what’s your guess?” 


“Someone’s giving us a gentle hint to beat it, Phones. Maybe they 
thought if they blocked our radio communications we’d head out. When 
that didn’t work, they tried hypnotising me into taking Stingray away. 
Maybe we’re getting too nosey.” 

“About what?” Phones growled. “We just came down here to look for 
an underground river.” 

“Sure, and it may just be that they don’t want us to find it.” Troy 
gnawed at his lip. “Come to think of it, maybe that’s why they’re screening 
us. Maybe they reckon we won’t risk diving deep without navigation aids.” 

Phones grinned at him. “And will we?” 

Troy slapped him on the shoulder. “You bet your last dollar we will, pal! 
WASPS don’t take marching orders from anybody except Commander 
Shore.” 

“Who’s taking my father’s name in vain?” demanded Atlanta, as she 
and Marina came into the cabin with coffee and sandwiches. 

When Troy explained what he planned to do, the girls greeted the idea 
eagerly. 

“Maybe we’re going to need you to guide us, Marina, if we can’t use the 
scanners. Okay? You won’t find it too cold, like the commander 
suggested?” 

The girl from the sea shook her head and smiled scornfully, in a way 
that wouldn’t have flattered Commander Shore if he could have seen it. 

Atlanta laughed. “I bet Dad’s ears are burning right now.” 

But at that moment, back in Marineville control tower, more than 
Commander Shore’s ears were burning as he spoke to the special 
correspondent of world circulation video newspaper TV Century 21 over 


the closed Press circuit. 


“Sure, it’s true we’ve had no communication from Stingray for some 
hours,” he growled, “but there is no undue cause for alarm. Captain 
Tempest may have decided to break off all contact for security reasons.” 

“To avoid location by Titan terror fish for instance?” 

“Tt is possible.” 

“Can I quote that?” 

“Yep!” 

“A personal question, commander. Is it true that your daughter, 
Lieutenant Atlanta Shore, is an unauthorised member of the expedition?” 

“Lieutenant Shore has my complete authority to be where she is!” 
snapped the commander. Now, he added to himself. 

“But is her presence on the patrol vessel causing you exceptional 
anxiety, sir? I mean as a father?” 

“T regard myself as the father of all my operational crew members!” 
Shore retorted. “Naturally I feel anxiety when they may be in danger. But I 
have every confidence in Lieutenant Shore. I am convinced she is pulling 
her weight in whatever tactical operations Captain Tempest is being forced 
to undertake. And you can quote that in full, young man!” 

The Marineville chief abruptly switched off the circuit to indicate that 
the interview was at an end. 

He drove his chair across the control room and sat looking out over the 
sunlit wastes of the Pacific, his rugged face set grimly. 

The assistant controller who was standing in for Atlanta looked at him 
sympathetically. 

“You are worried about Atlanta, er—I mean Lieutenant Shore, sir?” 

“Of course I am, you young idiot!” Shore barked without looking round 
at him. “If you were a father, you’d understand. Maybe I should have 


ordered Troy to return her to base. There wasn’t all that much urgency.” 


“Shall I alert an air-sea search, sir?” 

“Not yet, lieutenant. As I told that reporter, Tempest may have his own 
reasons for silence. Order the tracking stations to keep trying to pinpoint the 
location where that last call came from.” 

“It won’t be easy, sir. Radio transmissions in that region are subject to 
distortion because of the proximity to the magnetic pole.” 

“Sure, and we know Stingray was heading for an area where intense 
increased radio-activity has been reported. For all we know it may be under 


the ice cap by now. We’ ll give Tempest two more hours and then...” 


As Stingray slowly surface-cruised clear of the ice floes crowded with the 
chattering penguins, Troy looked anxiously up at the sky, which was fast 
clouding over with swiftly-scudding clouds. 

“Commander Shore will be getting real anxious about us, Phones. If 
only we could spot an aircraft and beam it a light signal to let him know 
we're Okay.” 

“Not much hope of that, Troy. The trans-Antarctic air lanes don’t touch 
this sector and the craft are supersonic, anyway. They’d never see us. And 
with this weather blowing up, scientific survey craft will be grounded.” 

“Guess you’re right, but...” 

“Troy!” Atlanta broke in eagerly. “We should have thought of it before. 
A radio beacon buoy!” 

He looked round at her. “You mean...?” 

“Tape a message and put it in the buoy with a time switch to operate say 
an hour from now. If we set it adrift in the current, it’ll travel slowly north 


and be well clear of here by the time it switches on.” 


Troy grinned approvingly at her. “Honey, you’re sure working your 
passage this trip.” 

Several minutes later the buoy with its taped reassuring message was set 
adrift well out to sea and bobbed slowly in the wake of an iceberg that was 
gliding majestically north. 

“This wind will quicken it,” Troy said. “Okay! Stand by to submerge for 
Operation Icecap!” 

The forward tanks filled and slowly Stingray sank beneath the heaving 


grey-green waters of the icy ocean. 


CHAPTER 8 
Ocean Jungle 


TROY TOOK THE SUPER-SUB down fairly steeply. Some of the floes drifting 
out from the ice shelf were like baby bergs, with far more of their bulk 
beneath the waterline than above it, and, without scanners to locate them 
quickly, there was a very real risk of striking one in a shallow dive. 

The light green of the surface strata, clouded by myriads of shrimps, 
darkened gradually to blue. 

A sleek dark shape with a hideous snake-like head and a spotted 
undercoat suddenly dashed into the lights and swerved away as if in panic. 

“Sea-leopard!” Troy said. 

A moment later they saw the reason for the seal’s panic. A huge shark 
shape, with ugly head and double rows of vicious teeth in its gaping jaws, 
hurtled past in pursuit, the shock wave of its passage rocking the super-sub. 

“Killer whale after its lunch,” Troy added. “It’s the only thing the 
leopard’s afraid of.” 

“Sure don’t give much for old spotty’s chances,” Phones growled. 

“Don’t waste your sympathy on it, pal. It’s a killer, too.” 

“T read that its favourite dish is penguin,” put in Atlanta. She gave a 
little shudder and involuntarily stroked the downy coat of Penelope, asleep 
on her lap. “It kills them awfully cruelly, too. I’m glad I didn’t turn her 
adrift now.” 


Down they glided, into the twilight zone beyond the feeble light of the 
Antarctic sun. 

Strange fish darted away as if startled by the glare of Stingray’s lights, 
but a shoal of cod-like fish with blunt heads swam close, following for a 
time as if fascinated by the vessel. 

“Nototenia,” Troy said. “Very prolific in these waters. Seals thrive on it. 
Supposed to taste like whiting if you fry it.” 

“Reckon the seals don’t fry it,” Phones grunted. “There’s no live and let 
live down here, I guess.” 

“Ts there anywhere in the ocean? It’s a jungle.” 

“Sure, and one of the worst critters in it is Titan. It would do my poor 
heart good to see him being chased by a killer whale.” 

“T never dreamed there were so many fish this far south,” Atlanta said 
presently. “I mean, being so cold.” 

“The cold’s the reason, honey. It’s an ideal breeding ground for plankton 
because cold water holds gases like nitrogen better than warm water. And 
plankton provides fodder for shrimps, who’re the fodder for fish and 
whales, and the fish feed the seals and the penguins.” 

“And the penguins feed the sea-leopards,” Phones added. “It’s a real 
vicious merry-go-round—Hold it, Troy, or we’ ll be feeding something!” 

Quickly Troy cut the speed, slow at it was. “Spotted something, 
Phones?” 

“Looks like ice straight ahead.” 

They peered down the beam of the searchlight as Stingray edged on. 
Then they saw it, a great wall of ice, glistening blue-white in the beam and 
stretching away into the darkness in all directions. 

“Too big and low for a floe, and there were no bergs between us and the 


ice barrier when we submerged,” Troy said. “Must be the barrier itself. 


Stand by!” 

He swung Stingray and steered parallel to the ice wall at a distance of 
about fifty feet, descending slowly all the time. 

Even without scanners to aid them, Troy and Phones were pretty 
accurate in their estimates of depth, in the higher oceans levels particularly, 
where the colour of the water was some guide. 

“Reckon we must be about two thousand feet down, Phones.” 

“Sure. I’ve been calculating from the dive angle and our speed, and it 
checks, Troy.” 

Down... down... 

There was no break in the vast cliff of ice. 

Down... down... 

“Three thousand feet, I reckon,” Phones said. “The charts say there 
should be around three thousand five hundred hereabouts. That sure is a lot 
of ice.” 

“It’s plenty thicker than that in places. Just imagine it all melting in a 
hurry. It would flood every low-lying area in the world a couple of hundred 
feet deep, the scientists reckon.” 


(Physically this is nonsense if the ice floats in the water. Only land-ice will raise sea levels. — 
Editor) 


“Huh? Guess we’d better watch where we light bonfires down here, 
pal.” 

“Quit worrying,” Troy chuckled. “Those same eggheads estimate there’s 
not enough atomic energy in the world to melt it, although I wouldn’t like 
to bet on that.” 

“A safe bet, Troy. Nobody’s ever likely to try.” 

At last they reached the bottom of the cliff. It was cut away cleanly and 


the dark ocean stretched away beneath it, awesome and forbidding. 


“Here goes!” Troy said. “The charts say we’ve still got three thousand 
feet of water below us. No sign of the scanners working yet, Phones?” 

“No. Not a spark from the radio either, so it looks as though that 
screen’s still operating.” 

“Okay! Look-out stations, everybody! We want to locate a canyon 
running south.” 

Obliquely they descended, heading slowly under the vast field of ice, on 
and on into the blackness of a primeval world that had never seen the light 
of day. 

There was a tight feeling in Troy’s stomach. 

It wasn’t the first time he had ventured under an ice-cap in Stingray. 
There were regular freighter submarine routes to patrol under the Arctic ice- 
cap. But below that it was mainly water, and at intervals there were guide 
sonor beacons to assist navigation. 

Down here maybe no vessel had ever preceded them. And Stingray was 
travelling blind, robbed of the sensitive navigational aids that were like eyes 
and feelers to it. 

And somewhere ahead, even watching them, perhaps, with instruments 
that had been capable of throwing powerful long-range force screens about 
Stingray, was an unknown enemy. 

Down... down... down... 

What sort of an enemy? Troy wondered, as he watched fantastic 
electric-fish creatures wriggle past the window of the cabin. 

Humans, perhaps, pirate adventurers illicitly mining the vast wealth of 
minerals which were known to be buried deep in the land mass beneath the 
ice? 

That human-like figure that he was sure he’d seen in the blizzard fitted 


the picture. Ruthless men like those would resent Stingray’s intrusion into 


their operational area. Atomic borers might account, too, for the increase in 
radio-activity that had been reported down here. 

And yet, would such men be content to try to scare him off? They’d 
seek to destroy him without a trace to cover themselves, for they would 
know the power of the WASPS. 

Some abnormally intelligent creature of the deeps, maybe? Or was he 
mistaken, and was Titan really behind all this, carrying out some evil 
scheme at the bottom of the world to aid his ceaseless war of hate against 
the surface races? 

Marina suddenly gripped his shoulder and pointed downwards, ahead of 
the diving nose of his vessel. 

“Seen something, huh? Guess you’re always one step ahead of us down 
here, Marina. What is it?” 

She put her two hands horizontally parallel about six inches apart, with 
the lower edges canted inwards slightly. 

“Canyon, eh? Stand by! This could be it.” 

They all peered eagerly down as Troy slowly dropped Stingray towards 
the black yawning mouth of a narrow canyon that opened up in the 
darkness. 

Just above the canyon he brought Stingray to an even keel at rest. 

“How much water d’you reckon there is between us and the main land 
mass, Phones?” 

“Maybe twenty-five miles. It’s not easy to calculate without scanners, 
Troy. The ice area isn’t constant and the charts only show an approximate 
boundary.” 

“Twenty-five? That’s fifteen minutes at reconnaissance cruise rate. 
We’ll have to watch it, Phones, or we’! hit trouble.” 


Marina signed eagerly to him and gestured through the window ahead. 


“You want to guide us, huh?” 

Troy hesitated. He knew he’d suggested it earlier, but he didn’t really 
like the idea of Marina venturing into those sinister depths alone. Yet with 
her to act as guide dog to the blind Stingray, as it were, their progress would 
be less fraught with the risk of encountering a hidden snag. 

“Okay, Marina,” he said reluctantly. “But keep your eyes skinned for 
trouble. It’s a bit deep for killer fish, but—well, I guess you know the risks 
better than I do. Good luck!” 

Anxiously her three friends watched as Marina emerged from the 
airlock hatch and swam ahead of the stationary submarine, her long hair 
streaming out gracefully behind her. 

Normally they could speak with Marina over the hydrophone from the 
cabin, but with the sonic screen still about them that was now impossible. 

If some danger did threaten, they would be powerless to shout a 
warning to her. 

Troy put the thought from him. They’d seen no dangerous creatures for 
a few thousand feet now. And Marina had senses and instincts like the 
creatures of the ocean from which she had come. She could pick up strange 
vibrations and noises as quickly as the most advanced and hypersensitive 
scanner. 

Marina reached the limit of the searchlight beam and turned and 
beckoned. As she swam on, Troy followed, just letting the motors tick over 
so that the big vessel was merely drifting in her wake. He concentrated on 
keeping her flashing feet just within the light zone, for he knew if he 
flooded Marina with light she would not be able to see through the darkness 
ahead of her. 

Slowly they crawled on into the unknown, following the course of the 


darker ribbon that was the canyon. 


In the remote past a river rushing down from the mountains, whose 
black peaks pierced the vast ice cap, had gouged that canyon from the plain 
that was now the bed of the ocean. 

Was it the course of the subterranean river that he suspected might have 
carried Pharacilon in his Poseidon from the mysterious lake he had called 
Avernus? 

And if it were, was that river still flowing freely to provide them with an 
entry into a lost world of Kronos? 

Suddenly Atlanta cried out. “Troy! That shadow! What is it?” 

Troy took his eyes from Marina. Something huge was hurtling down out 
of the darkness above them, straight for the swimming girl. 

“Marina!” he yelled, forgetting in his fear that she could not hear him. 
“Look out!” 

In that same instant she must have sensed the danger, for she twisted, 
her lovely eyes opening wide with terror as she saw that hideous shape 
descending on her. 

“A giant squid!” Phones gasped. “Fire a sting missile.” 

“Too late!” Troy snapped. “It’s too near her now. The blast would kill 
her.” 

Helplessly they watched as Marina struck out for Stingray, flashing 
through the water at a speed no surface swimmer could have equalled. 

The squid, taken by surprise by her sudden change of direction, hurtled 
on down. As the light beam touched it, Troy gulped. It was all of forty feet 
long with its tentacles trailing out far behind it. But with whip-like 
movements of the tentacles it swiftly turned and came after Marina, its huge 
saucer eyes gleaming evilly in the glare of the searchlight, which did not 
seem to wolrty it. 


Troy had the hatch of the airlock open, ready for Marina to dart inside. 


But she was glancing over her shoulder desperately now, as if afraid she 
would not make it. 

And Troy felt she wouldn’t. The squid was travelling with the speed of 
a sting missile and with as deadly a purpose. 

Accelerating to meet her would be no solution, for the bow wash might 
thrust her aside to become an easy prey to those huge suckered arms. 

“Oh, Marina!” Atlanta sobbed. 

But suddenly Marina twisted again, diving at right angles towards the 
dark gap of the canyon below. 

Again the squid was caught by surprise and was unable to turn in time. 
Propelled by the powerful thrust of its water jet tubes it hurtled on, struck 
Stingray a glancing blow that made it shudder from bows to stern, and then 
rebounded into the darkness beyond the range of the searchlight beam. 

“Maybe that’!l make him sheer off!” Phones growled. 

But the next instant the squid had turned in a narrow arc and was 
swooping down into the depths where Marina had vanished. 

Troy sprang from his seat. 

“T’m going after Marina,” he said. 

“But, Troy!” 

“Don’t argue, Phones, give me a hand with my swim gear. Atlanta, a 
harpoon gun! Quickly!” 

Swiftly they responded. A few moments later Troy was plunging from 
the airlock, diving down into the darkness which had already swallowed 
Marina and the squid. 

His heart seemed in his throat as he searched the depths in the beam of 
his headlight. Had the monster already seized Marina? Once those powerful 


tentacles got a grip on her slim body there could be no hope for her. The 


suckers would never release their hold and the giant savage beak would do 
the rest. 

The narrow shaft of light at last picked out a loathsome sack-like shape 
squirming above a cluster of big boulders on the canyon floor. There was no 
vegetation to act as a screen at these depths and those nightmare writhing 
tentacles could be plainly seen for what they were. 

Recklessly he dived down, shining the light at it and shouting as loud as 
he could, for the creatures of the deep were responsive to sound and even a 
shark could be scared off by noise. 

He saw a malignant eye gleaming like a huge plate in the light beam. 
Then there was a black spurt and the illuminated area began to cloud over 
rapidly as the squid emptied its sepia sac as a protective screen. 

But before he lost sight of it, he had seen that one of the tentacles was 
anchored firmly to a boulder, while another was groping between the cluster 
of big rocks as if seeking to winkle something out from among them. 

He dived straight through the inky cloud, aiming for the point where he 
had seen that gleaming eye. As the tip of a tentacle flashed through the 
gloom towards him like the striking head of a giant cobra, he triggered the 
harpoon gun. 

The needle-like missile, with its small explosive barb, flashed into the 
murk, and Troy flung himself away and round in order to escape the shock 
of the blast if the harpoon should miss its target and detonate against a rock. 

But in that instant the tentacle gripped his leg, dragging him back. 
Another whipped out to supplement the grip of the first. 

Desperately he drew his knife. Even as he hacked at the tentacles, he 
heard the harpoon warhead explode, and he knew from the sound that it had 
found its target in the eye and possibly the brain of the monster. He felt a 


wave of shock go along the tentacles that gripped him. but they did not 
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release their grip. 
Other tentacles 
thrashed the cloudy 
water, stained now by 
the creature’s blood. In 
their pain-wracked 
fury it seemed that the 
tentacles that held him 
were trying to rend 
him apart. 

Heart pounding, he 
somehow got _ the 
harpoon gun round 
again in line with the 
squid’s murk-shrouded 
head, and fired it at the 
base of the tentacles. 

A second later he 
heard it do its lethal 
work. A __ shudder 
wracked the squid. It 
heaved up, tentacles 
flailing. Troy was 


flung through the water with a force that jarred every bone in his body and 


sent a wave of nausea sweeping through him. A red mist floated before his 


eyes. 


But when his vision cleared he saw with relief that the squid, its ghastly 


head shattered, was drifting slowly upwards, its lifeless tentacles trailing 


downwards. 

He knew it was quite dead, though these cruel hunters of the ocean 
jungles would writhe as long as a spark of life remained in them. 

Up there somewhere, he knew, a sperm whale, its one deadly enemy, 
would seize it and devour it. 

Still weak from shock he swam down towards the rocks, just as Marina 
darted out from among them and flashed eagerly to meet him. 

She clung to him in relief and mute gratitude and he squeezed her 
shoulder. 

“You’ve done the same for me plenty of times in the past, Marina,” he 
said gruffly. “Come on, let’s get back to Stingray in case that nightmare’s 
got any messmates floating around.” 

But Marina shook her head and tugged at his arm, at the same time 
pointing downwards with her other hand. 

“You want me to come down there, huh? You’ve discovered 
something?” 

She nodded eagerly and dived down. He followed more slowly, looking 
round warily, alert against attack by any other predacious creature of the 
deep that might be lurking in the canyon. 

Marina dived between the rocks and a moment later came up holding 
what looked like a small urn. As his light caught it, he saw it gleaming with 
a dull yellow tinge, and knew instantly it was gold, for no other metal 
would have remained under the water for long without rusting or corroding. 

Where had it come from? No wreck could ever sink below this great ice 
mass. 

As if she sensed what he was thinking, Marina pointed excitedly to the 
urn and thrust it close to his mask at the same time, and his heart leapt with 


an excitement that matched hers when he saw what she was indicating. 


Engraved on the ur were hieroglyphs which looked to him identical 
with those which had been in the vellum-bound book in which Pharacilon 
had written his account of the end of Kronos. 

He looked eagerly at Marina. “This could have been washed down a 
river bed and become lodged among those boulders?” 

She nodded. 

“Tt’s a miracle it’s not buried under feet of silt,” he said, “but I guess the 
boulders might have diverted the river and protected it. Let’s see if there are 
any more lying around.” 

But Troy knew miracles didn’t happen as often as that, even at the 
bottom of the ocean, and he searched without much hope. 

There was no lack of tiny grotesque life down here. Pink coloured 
worms about five feet long, with bristles and feelers, burrowed into the mud 
at their approach. Brittle stars writhed on their five arms as if executing 
fantastic ballet steps. Sea urchins lay like spiky reddish balls. A weird fish 
with gaping long-toothed mouth, and flapping appendages instead of fins, 
and eyes on stalks above its head, darted from among the rocks when they 
reached them. 

Marina showed Troy where she had found the urn, wedged between two 
rocks well above the ocean floor, while she was crouching, trying to evade 
the groping tentacle of the squid. 

But they found no other treasures from the long-lost civilization that 
Troy was now convinced had once existed on the frozen land mass above 
them. 

“We’d better get back to Stingray,” he said at length. “They’ll be 
worried stiff about us, even though they must have seen the squid’s body 


float up.” 


Troy was right, for on their way up they met Phones swimming down to 
search for them, while Atlanta’s hazel eyes filled with tears of relief when 
she saw them returning unharmed. 

In the cabin they examined the urn more closely. There was no doubt 
now about those hieroglyphs. 

“Seems like we’re on the right trail,” Troy said with excitement edging 
his voice. “This canyon must once have been the bed of a river running out 
of Antarctica—or Kronos, I hope.” 

“Once,” Phones said a little dubiously. “But it must have been 
thousands of years ago. An earthquake could have sealed off the river. 
There may be no way into the land mass now.” 

Troy smiled flatly. “Well, I guess there’s a simple way to find out, 
Phones. We’ll follow that canyon to its source, and if we find fresh water 
flowing out... Would anybody rather we went back and reported what 
we’ ve found so far to headquarters?” 

But none of them took up his offer. 

“Okay,” he said, his blue eyes gleaming eagerly as he got up and went 


to his seat in the control cabin. “Let’s go!” 


CHAPTER 9 


Into the Unknown 


THOUSANDS OF FEET below the sea ice, Stingray slowly nosed its way along 
the winding canyon. 

Troy and Phones kept anxious eyes on the sheer black walls visible in 
the submarine’s head-beam. In places there were only a few feet clearance, 
but for the last ten miles or so they had encountered no obstacles which 
might have forced them to rise out of the canyon. 

“Nerve-wracking, huh?” Phones grunted. “You don’t realise what a 
boon scanners are till you’re forced to navigate without ’em, Troy.” 

“You can say that again, Phones. But it can’t be much further to the 
main land-mass. Guess the next ten minutes decides whether we go on 
OF sg 

“Troy!” Atlanta’s eager voice came over the intercom from the forward 
compartment below, where the pressurised air-from-water extractors were 
housed. “Well, Atlanta?” 

“Those water samples you told me to take, they’re coming through with 
a high freshwater content now. Almost seventy per cent I’d say.” 

“Good! That can only mean there’s water flowing off the land into the 
canyon. Could be our river.” 

A few minutes later Atlanta came through again. “Over ninety per cent 


now, Troy!” 


“Great! That shows it’s entering the sea with some force, forming a 
current. Come on up, Atlanta! Guess you’re not needed down there any 
more.” 

Atlanta and Marina, who had been helping her to analyse the water 
being drawn into the extractor vents from outside the hull, joined the two 
men in the control cabin. 

“This must be it, Troy!” said Atlanta eagerly. 

“Sure looks that way, honey.” 

“Guess it could be ice water seeping through from the glaciers, Troy,” 
said Phones cautiously. “Maybe we’d better not start counting our...” 

Marina pointed ahead suddenly, her face glowing with excitement. As 
usual she had seen something which their surface-tuned eyes at first could 
not see. Soon, however, they saw it for themselves. 

Into the light beam some fifty yards ahead of the submarine’s nose a 
black cliff was rising up sheerly into the darkness of the sea above them. 

Troy cut the motors. As their low whine died away and a deathly 
stillness settled down on the cabin, Troy was sure he could hear someone’s 
heart thudding. 

His own mouth had gone dry with expectation. This was the primeval 
land mass of Antarctica, the depository of a million secrets that scientists 
had been trying for years to wrest from it with their sensitive instruments, 
by probing into the ice cap above. 

But after that first thrill at the sight of the cliff, Troy felt 
disappointment. He’d hoped to find the canyon cutting through the land 
mass as a ravine cuts through a mountain on dry land. 

This solid wall seemed to block off the canyon completely, and at its 


foot huge boulders were jumbled. 


“Guess my hunch was right,” Phones said. “An earthquake blocked it 
way back.” 

“But the fresh water, it must come through somewhere!” Atlanta 
declared. 

“She’s right, Phones,” said Troy. “Take over! I’m going out in a ’sprite 
to take a look round.” 

Atlanta volunteered to go with him and a few moments later they were 
seaborne, heading in the little craft towards the jumble of boulders at the 
base of the cliff. 

“Could be there’s a hole or a fissure,” Troy said. 

“There’s just got to be,” she said firmly. “You said yourself it must be 
coming through with some force to form a current over ninety per cent 
freshwater.” 

“Sure, but I guess it could be coming over the edge like a waterfall. If it 
was colder than the sea, it would sink to the bottom.” 

They explored the base of the cliff, but found no opening through which 
a stream of water could have come. As Troy was about to climb in the 
aquasprite to examine the cliff wall higher up, he saw Marina swimming 
towards them from Stingray. 

She signalled to him and pointed to the huge jumble of boulders. He 
joined her and for a few moments she swam around them. Then she turned 
eagerly, raising her hand to her lips as though drinking from a glass. 
“Troy!” exclaimed Atlanta. “She’s telling us the fresh water stream is 
coming from behind the boulders.” 

“Guess she can tell if anyone can—Hey, the crazy little fool!” Troy 
cried, as he saw Marina dive and wriggle between the boulders. “Something 


might have made its home under there.” 


But to his relief Marina soon reappeared, gesturing at the boulders as 
she swam towards the aquasprite. 

“She’s found it, Troy, she’s found where the river comes out!” 

“Sure looks like it, honey.” 

Outside the vessel, Marina trod water and circled her hands in as big a 
radius as she could. 

“She means there’s a tunnel back there,” Troy interpreted. “We’ll have 
to shift those boulders.” 

“How about trying a sting missile, blasting a way through?” Phones 
suggested when they were back in Stingray. 

“Too risky,” Troy said. “Might bring down more rock than it cleared. 
Guess we'll have to haul those boulders with a grapnel.” 

It was a laborious task, for most of the boulders must have weighed 
tons, and fixing the grapnels to their huge bulk, in such a way that they 
would not slip, took time. Troy and Marina handled that chore, while 
Phones and Atlanta did the hauling in Stingray. 

But Troy’s spirits rose when the clearance of the boulders gradually 
revealed a tunnel-like opening at the base of the cliff. 

When the task was finished and he and Marina swam into the opening, 
he was elated. 

“It’s big enough to take Stingray!” he exclaimed. 

He swam up the tunnel for some distance. Far from narrowing as he 
feared it might, it widened considerably in places and after they had gone 
several hundred yards it opened out into a sort of cavern whose roof was 
beyond the range of his headlamp beam. 

He signalled to Marina and they swam back to Stingray. 

“We’ll get her up as far as we can,” he said. “If things get tight higher 


up we can dock her in that cavern and go on in the ’sprites.” 


“I’m keeping my fingers crossed that we can stick to Stingray,” growled 
Phones. “I’m going to feel a heap happier sitting behind the sights of a sting 
missile, Troy.” 

Headlight cutting through the intense blackness of the under-ice world, 
Stingray slowly nosed into the tunnel. 

In places it was so narrow that Stingray’s hydroplanes and stabilizing 
fins almost scraped the walls, which had been worn as smooth as tiles by 
the ceaseless flow of water through countless centuries. 

But presently, when the tunnel widened, there was little risk of damage, 
and luckily there were no bends to negotiate. 

At last the super-sub emerged into the big cavern Troy had scouted. 
Water filled it to the arching roof, for they were far below sea level. 

They soon spotted the opening through which the subterranean river 
entered the cavern from the upper levels, but here they met their first check. 

“That hole won’t take Stingray,” Phones said. “Looks as though we’ll 
have to take to the ’sprites already.” 

“Hold on,” Troy replied, inspecting the aperture in the light of their 
beam. “That doesn’t look like solid rock to me. Take a look, Marina.” 

She swam out and examined the opening, then darted inside, a little to 
Troy’s alarm. But she was soon out again signalling to him in their code. 

“Silt,” he said. “She reckons we can shift enough of it to get through. 
We’ll try the pressure hoses. Take over, Atlanta! Phones and I will handle 
this.” 

The two WASPS swam out with the powerful hoses uncoiling from the 
drum behind them. Troy nudged the silt bank with the nozzle of his hose 
and it crumbled away. Some kind of a feed-back current must have caused 
the silt to settle there and over the centuries it had built up like a sand bar at 


the mouth of an estuary. 


He signalled to Atlanta, peering out at them from the control cabin of 
Stingray, and she switched on the pumps. 

Solid jets of water struck the soft silt with the force of twin battering 
rams. Rapidly the hole enlarged, and the swift-flowing current of the 
underground river swept the dislodged silt out into the cavern. Soon the 
aperture was cleared, and Atlanta wound in the hoses. 

Troy took over the controls again and Stingray nosed its way through 
the opening into the tunnel beyond. 

“Guess that settles one thing,” Troy said. “No one could have come this 
way before us with anything bigger than a ’sprite.” 

“You mean that rules out a terror fish?” Phones asked. 

“Yes, unless there’s another way in somewhere. But I guess it wasn’t 
silted up thousands of years back.” 

“So Pharacilon’s craft could have been swept out this way?” 

“Reckon so.” 

The tunnel was rising fairly steeply now. Troy wondered how far it 
would have to penetrate into the land mass at this gradient before it climbed 
above sea level. 

If, as he suspected, the source of the river was somewhere in the 
mountains beyond the ice sheet, there was a climb of thousands of feet 
ahead of them yet. 

With Stingray forced to go so slowly, that tunnel seemed interminable. 
But it remained wide enough for him to navigate Stingray without undue 
anxiety. 

There were few signs of life down there. Occasionally flat whitish 
worm-like creatures, with trailing appendages that seemed to serve them 
instead of eyes, squirmed past. Now and then what looked like monster 


crabs scuttled away into the darkness behind the range of the light. 


Their ancestors had probably existed here back in prehistoric times, 
Troy told himself, when dinosaurs roamed the Earth. 

On and on they bored through the bowels of the frozen continent. Troy 
and Phones took it in turns to handle the controls, for the constant need to 
be alert was a strain, accustomed as they were to having the help of 
scanners. 

Troy was thinking they must be well beneath the mountains when he 
Saw another cavern opening out ahead of them. 

This one was huge. Stingray’s beam failed to penetrate to the far side. 

Slowly they circled it just above the level of the tunnel from which they 
had come. Troy estimated it must be over two hundred yards across. It was 
almost complete circular, like the interior of a rock-walled drum. 

But there was no sign of an inlet. Not even the smallest fissure broke the 
smoothness of the rock wall. 

“The water can’t come from below—not this far down,” Troy said. “So 
it must come from above. Blow one, Phones.” 

The nose of the super-sub tilted and it rose into the darkness spirally so 
that its powerful light beam scanned the black walls for signs of an opening. 

Up, up they went, at a steady three knots, finding nothing to impede 
their progress. 

“Looks like a gigantic bore-hole to me,” Troy said at length. “We’ve 
been rising about fifteen minutes and there’s no sign of a break in these 
walls.” 

“Reckon it could be that lake Avernus mentioned in Pharacilon’s tale?” 
Phones asked. “If it goes down this deep it sure would have seemed 
bottomless to those guys.” 


“Could be. Pharacilon logged three thousand feet before he passed out 
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There was a terrified shriek from Atlanta, who had been looking from 
the window of the standby lounge with Marina. 

Troy swung round. “What’s the matter?” 

It took a lot to scare Atlanta, but now she was standing, her lovely face 
ashen, trembling visibly. Marina had her arm about her, trying in her mute 
way to comfort her. At their feet Penelope was waving her flippers and 
chattering shrilly, but whether from fright or excitement, Troy couldn’t tell. 

Atlanta seemed to be having difficulty in getting her words out. She 
pointed to the window behind the couch where she had been sitting. 

Telling Phones to take over. Troy went back to her. 

She managed to find her voice. “Something—something swimming out 
there. It—it was horrible, Troy.” He grinned and took her firmly by the 
shoulders. “Pull yourself together. You’ve seen enough underwater 
monsters.” 

“Tt wasn’t a fish or anything, Troy. It was more like a—a human figure.” 

Troy’s face tightened. “An aquaphibian?” 

“They’re horrible enough to scare anybody, no matter how often you 
see ’em,” Phones called out. 

Atlanta forced a smile. “It—it wasn’t an aquaphibian, Troy. Oh, I know 
I’m a goose, making a song and dance like this, but this thing swam right up 
to the window and pushed its face against it, and it scared me stiff.” 

“A human figure?” Troy frowned thoughtfully. “What was it like?” 

“T didn’t have much chance to take stock of it, Troy, because I nearly 
passed out. But it seemed black and hairy like—like a great shaggy dog. 
And its face...” She shuddered. “I thought aquaphibians were bad enough. 
It had long sharp eye teeth like fangs... ugh!” 

Troy looked at Marina, who shrugged. 


“She didn’t see it, Troy!” went on Atlanta, who had caught his glance. 
“She was looking out of the window on the other side. But Penelope saw it. 
Guess she was as scared as I was, Troy!” She caught at his arm. “You do 
believe me? You don’t think I was imagining it?” Troy’s mind went back to 
that strange figure he had seen from the snow-jet. Atlanta had believed he 
was imagining it, and now... 

“I believe you, honey,” he said quietly. “Just relax. Better make some 
coffee, Marina. Guess we can all do with it.” 

Phones called to him. “Looks like something up there, Troy.” 

Troy returned to his seat, and Phones pointed ahead of the super-sub’s 
upward tilted nose. 

“Could be a ceiling,” he said. “See how our beam’s splashing against 
The” 

“How far d’you reckon we’ve climbed up this borehole or whatever it 
is, Phones?” 

“Around five thousand feet.” 

“Then we could be mighty near sea level. Cut the motors. We’ll let the 
buoyancy take us the rest of the way. Stand by to flood One. We don’t want 
to hit that ceiling.” 

The low whine of the motors died away and Stingray rose in silence. A 
few moments later she broke through the surface of a subterranean lake. 

The domed ceiling of the vast cavern was only some twenty feet above 
Stingray’s periscope. 

Troy turned the vessel, slowly probing the darkness with the headlight. 
Almost all the way round, the black water, still rippled by Stingray’s 
surfacing, lapped against smooth dark rock walls. 

Only at one point was there a break, where a turbulent river boiled from 


the mouth of a low tunnel. Narrow shelving beaches flanked the tunnel, 


dropping away sheerly into the depths. They gleamed whitely in the 
searchlight. 

“Sea level, I guess,” Troy said. “But we could still be pretty deep down 
under the mountains.” 

“Reckon Pharacilon’s craft could have come out of that tunnel, Troy?” 

“Maybe, but Stingray won’t make it.” 

“You aim to go on then?” 

“Sure.” Troy indicated the domed rock ceiling above them. “There’s no 
way up there, so I guess we’re not at the end of the trail yet.” 

“Are you going to use the ’sprites?” 

Troy considered. If that tunnel narrowed anywhere to a mere bore hole 
or was impeded by boulders, it wouldn’t be easy to negotiate in the 
aquasprites. It might mean turning back. 

“We’ll use swim gear,” he said, taking Stingray towards the beaches. 

Atlanta and Marina joined them with the coffee. “You two aren’t 
planning to go this alone, are you?” Atlanta asked anxiously. 

“Well,” Troy said hesitantly, “I was thinking that maybe you girls would 
be safer in Stingray.” 

“Safer? When you might be lost in the bowels of Antarctica with no 
means of communicating with us? No thanks, Troy! Let’s stick together 
from now on.” 

“Atlanta’s right,” Phones said. “With no radio we’ll be wondering all 
the time what’s happened to the others if we split up.” 

“Okay!” 

Troy wasn’t sorry to have his mind made up for him. There might be 
perils ahead that would tax the girls’ courage, but they might be in just as 
much danger if they remained in Stingray. A power that could throw a force 


screen about it from a distance could just as easily destroy it. 


Troy left nothing to chance. He and Phones rarely used atomic guns, but 
they armed themselves now, and the girls were given harpoon guns as well 
as knives. Swim gear, air cylinders, headlamps, first-aid kit, emergency 
ration packs—all were carefully checked. Who knew what might lay ahead 
of them, or how long they would be gone? 

“Guess there’s just one thing we’ve overlooked,” Phones said with a 
mysterious grin, taking the swim masks into the electronic repair lab and 
busying himself there. 

When he came back, the masks were fitted with a mesh like a fine sieve, 
shaped to fit over the head like a cap. 

Troy eyed them dubiously. “What’s all that in aid of? We don’t need fish 
nets.” 

“We don’t know exactly what we might need through there, Troy. But 
I’ve got a hunch we may need these. My patent force screens. They’re 
wired up to the batteries. Anyone trying to use a hypnotic ray on us will be 
disappointed. I’ve got a special one with its own power pack for Marina, 
because she won’t be using swim gear.” 

“Nice work, Phones!” 

Atlanta took her mask. “Not exactly fashionable as headgear goes,” she 
smiled. “But I’m glad you thought it up, Phones, after what happened to 
Troy.” 

Troy led the way out of the airlock. When they landed on one of the 
beaches, they found the sand firm and smooth. It seemed to extend quite a 
way into the tunnel from which the river rushed. When they removed their 
masks to test the air they found it cold, with a strange tang, but breathable. 
That was important, for they would want to reserve their own supplies as 


much as possible. 


Before starting off into the tunnel, Troy looked back at Stingray. In the 
darkness of the subterranean lake, the shimmer of the force screen was 
more intense than it had been back on the surface of the ocean. 

Troy disliked leaving his vessel with no one in charge, but they had to 
stick together. At least if anything happened to Stingray they still had a 
chance of getting back to the outer world... 

“Troy!” It was Phones who was calling him from a little way along the 
beach towards the tunnel. 

He was pointing to something in the sand at his feet. 

Troy and the girls joined him, and Troy gave a gasp of surprise when he 
saw the imprints of feet in the sand, leading up from the water and 
vanishing into the darkness of the tunnel. 

They were the size and shape of a human foot—the foot of a heavy man 
—but there the resemblance ended. 

There were only four toes, splayed and regular in size, with what looked 
like the mark of a talon at the end of each. There was the impression of 
webbing between each toe. It was the spoor of an aquatic animal—with a 
foot like a human being’s. 

They looked at one another mutely, and Troy saw his own thoughts 
mirrored in the eyes of his companions. 

It was Atlanta who broke the silence by voicing their thoughts. 

“That—that thing I saw in the water down there!” she cried, pointing to 
the black waters of the lake. “It must have made these tracks!” 

Phones sucked in his breath and glanced sharply towards the tunnel into 
which the tracks led. 

“Reckon that critter, whatever it is, can’t be worse than an 
aquaphibian,” he growled, clutching his gun grimly. “And there’s four of 


bb) 


us. 


“There might be others,” Troy said quietly. He looked at Atlanta. 

“Still want to come along?” 

She nodded, although her face was pale. “We’|l see it through together, 
Troy.” 

“Okay. Single file. I’ll take the lead, you bring up the rear, Phones.” 

With a familiar tight feeling in the pit of his stomach, he walked into the 


tunnel—into the unknown. 


CHAPTER 10 
The Monstrosities 


ALTHOUGH THEY HAD switched off their air supplies, they kept on the 
headgear so they could communicate over the hydrophones, for the roar of 
the water in the tunnel made normal exchange of words difficult. 

“No shooting unless we have to,” Troy warned. “These creatures—if 
there is more than one—may be friendly.” 

“Sure!” Phones growled from the rear. “So might a giant squid if you 
knew the right way to stroke him. Guess you can’t go by looks, Troy, 
but...” 

His voice trailed off, but Troy knew what he was thinking. 

What kind of a creature could it be that had a face and a coat like the 
one Atlanta had described, and yet walked erect on two feet like a man? 

Some species of gorilla that had adapted itself to swim at great depths? 
It sounded fantastic but... 

And the strange figure he had seen in the blizzard before that hypnotic 
ray struck him. Had it been the same creature? Could any creature exist in 
the depths of the earth and yet be able to face the fury of an Antarctic 
blizzard? And could such a creature, on the face of it primitive, have the 
intelligence and the know-how to invent and use a hypnotic ray? 

Or had Titan been able to harness monstrosities other than aquaphibians 


to aid him in his war against the Terrain? 


The tracks of the strange creature were visible now and then in the light 
of Troy’s headlamp, leading into the darkness ahead. 

Was it lurking, watching them, maybe preparing to attack? The thought 
made Troy raise his gun. 

But no sound other than the ceaseless roar of the water came from the 
darkness, nothing appeared in the beam of his lamp but the narrow strip of 
beach. 

Presently he saw that the ceiling of the tunnel was getting lower. Then it 
dipped suddenly to the turbulent water. He stopped and signed to the others, 
and he and Phones and Atlanta adjusted their masks and put on their 
flippers. 

“Keep close,” he said to Atlanta. 

He walked into the water. It plucked at him angrily, almost sweeping 
him off his feet. It was deep, maybe twenty feet, and very cold to his bare 
hands, like the water of a glacier stream. The bottom was smooth bare rock, 
scoured by the torrents of ages. 

He began to swim. A hundred yards or so further on the tunnel widened, 
but the flow of water was still great enough to fill it to the ceiling. 

He felt Atlanta’s hand touch his flippered foot as he kicked himself 
along, and knew she was obeying his command to keep close. 

How long they were swimming, Troy didn’t know, but he was 
beginning to tire a little when at last his lamp showed that the roof of the 
tunnel was lifting. 

Presently he was able to surface, and again he saw the gleam of white 
beaches flanking the river ahead. 

He waded out and raised his mask, waiting for the others to join him. 


“No sense wasting our strength swimming against that current,” he said. 


“Sure,” Phones replied, peering suspiciously into the gloom ahead. “We 
don’t know when we’ II need it, Troy.” 

Troy told the others to switch off their lamps and led the way along the 
beach. Soon it was wide enough for the girls to move up almost alongside 
him, but Phones cautiously brought up the rear, his weapon held ready. 

The tunnel was widening rapidly now and, as they turned a bend, Troy 
saw a faint glow some distance ahead. He switched off his lamp and in the 
darkness the glow seemed to brighten. It was like phosphorescence. 

In its eerie light he could see that the tunnel opened into another vast 
cavern. But this was not filled with water as the others had been. The river 
appeared to run right through it from the gloom on the far side. 

He checked the others. “Stay here with the girls, Phones. I'll 
reconnoitre.” 

He moved on cautiously towards the mouth of the tunnel, and crouched 
behind a jumble of boulders and rubble which partly blocked the beach. 

The eerie glow came from a small luminous cloud that seemed to be 
floating up against the high roof. It had a pale violet tinge and he thought of 
that ray that had hypnotised him. 

He surveyed the cavern. In the eerie light he could see it was vast, far 
bigger than the one where he had left Stingray. 

Its rock floor sloped up gradually like the floor of a valley on either side 
of the river towards sheer cliffs of dark rock whose tops were lost in gloom 
where the light from the luminous cloud did not reach. 

Between the river and the cliffs stalactites and stalagmites reached out 
towards each other from ceiling and floor, looking like pale, violet-tinted 
teeth in the jaws of a monstrous mouth. 

There was no sign of life, unless, he thought with an uneasy glance at it, 


that strange luminous cloud up there was some alien form of life. 


Who knew what fantastic forms life might take in the heart of the Earth 
where the rays of the sun never reached? Luminous fungi grew in deep 
caverns, and the sunless deeps of the oceans had given birth to weird 
creatures that carried their own electrically charged lights. Nothing, he felt, 
was impossible after the wonders he had seen while in the WASPS. 

He turned and flashed his lamp as a signal for the others to join him. 

As they emerged into the eerie glow, he thought that Phones and Atlanta 
looked like weird forms of life themselves with their swim gear and masks 
and the crude force screens that Phones had fashioned. 

Only Marina looked a normal human being, and yet he knew she was 
just as fantastic a creature as any he had met. with her ability to live deep in 
the oceans like a fish. 

Sure, he told himself, anything was possible. 

“Is that thing up there alive?” Phones growled, looking suspiciously at 
the luminous cloud. 

“T’m just keeping my fingers crossed,” Troy said flatly. “If it is, I’m 
wondering if a gun would be of any use against it.” 

Atlanta looked nervously round the vast cavern. “Any sign of that 
horror I saw back in the lake?” There was a little tremor in her voice that 
she couldn’t disguise. 

“Haven’t seen any,” he assured her, but he knew it could be there, 
hiding behind a stalagmite or one of the many boulders that littered the 
cavern floor on either side of the river. 

“What now, Troy?” asked Phones. 

“Guess we’ ll follow the river as far as we can. Maybe it’ll lead us to the 
lake of Avernus that Pharacilon wrote about. That’s our main assignment, 


Phones.” 


“T’ve still got a hunch it could be the lake back where Stingray is, but— 
well, you’re the boss, Troy. Let’s go! I’m sort of curious to find out where it 
leads, anyway.” 

Troy set off along the bank. They followed close at his heels, looking 
about them warily. 

He gripped his atomic gun tightly, glad of the sense of security it gave 
him. There was something about this cavern, something he couldn’t define, 
but he had a sense of lurking evil, and he knew the others were aware of it, 
too. 

He felt he was being watched, and involuntarily his eyes went again and 
again to that eerie luminous cloud high above them. Was it just his 
imagination, or was it moving with them? 

Atlanta gripped his arm. “Troy!” Her voice was a hoarse whisper. “I’ve 
got an awful feeling we’re being spied on.” 

“Same here, Atlanta. I think it’s that thing up there. Maybe it’s some 
sort of intelligence.” 

“No, Troy!” she said urgently, looking about her. “Not from up there. I 
feel there’s someone following us.” 

Troy halted and looked at the others. “You feel the same way?” 

Marina nodded. 

“T’ve felt spooky ever since we left Stingray,” Phones said in a hushed 
voice. “I always reckoned it took plenty to scare me, but...” 

They stood there, bunched together, looking about them. The 
stalagmites rising from the floor of the cavern threw long shadows in that 
ghostly radiance from above. Something might be lurking among them, or 
among the rocks that littered the floor. 


“Tf you’d rather turn back?” 


“No.” Atlanta’s chin came up in a way that reminded Troy of her father. 
“T said we’d see this through together. Lead on!” 

He gave her a brash smile of encouragement. “Don’t worry. If you’re 
scared, you’re in good company right now.” 

“You can sure say that again,” Phones growled as they went on. 

They had gone about a hundred yards along the bank, and the far side of 
the cavern was still shrouded in gloom, when Atlanta uttered a gasp. 

He jerked to a stop, looking round at her, his gun raised. 

“What’s wrong?” 

“T knew I wasn’t mistaken, Troy!” She pointed an unsteady finger 
across the river at a cluster of rocks some yards from the bank. “I—I’m sure 
I saw something slip behind those rocks, Troy.” 

“Like what?” 

“Like—like a man or...” 

“That thing you saw back there in the lake?” 

She swallowed. “Guess so. I feel it’s been stalking us ever since we 
came out of the tunnel, Troy.” 

They stood there, bunched together, staring at the rocks that Atlanta had 
indicated. Nothing moved. The only sound in that weird underground world 
was the gurgling of the river below them. 

Had Atlanta imagined it? Troy wondered. Was the strain of this 
nightmarish trek through the underworld beginning to tell on her? 

Phones broke the silence. 

“Let me take a crack at those rocks, Troy. If anything’s skulking there I 
might flush it into the open.” 

“No, Phones! We don’t want to start anything unless we have to. It 
might be harmless—just curious, as we’d be if strange creatures invaded 


our backyard.” 


“Some backyard,” muttered Phones. “But it’s keeping the river between 
us and it, anyway. Guess that’s something to be grateful for, if it’s like the 
thing Atlanta saw in the lake.” 

Warily they went on, glancing back towards the cluster of rocks. 
Suddenly Phones shouted and pointed his gun across the river. “There it 
goes!” 

Troy saw something that in that eerie light looked like a gorilla. It was 
shambling from behind the rocks, making for other rocks further along the 
bank, as if it were trying to keep pace with them. But it was impossible to 
see its face. 

When the creature had gone to ground behind the rocks, Troy caught 
Atlanta’s arm. 

“Come on! Let’s get out of here. Maybe once we’re through the cavern 
it won’t follow us.” 

He broke off, looking at Marina, who was staring beyond him in the 
direction they had been travelling, her lovely eyes widening with terror. 

“Marina! What...?” 

“Just take a look behind you, Troy,” Phones said in a strained voice, 
bringing up his gun. 

Troy and Atlanta swung round and the girl uttered a little shriek. 

Emerging from among the rocks on their side of the river were bizarre 
figures like the one they had glimpsed on the other bank. 

Now he could see them at closer range, Troy realised why Atlanta had 
been so terrified by that face that had peered into Stingray at her down in 
the lake. 

These creatures were like something out of a nightmare. 

They were big—as big as fully grown gorillas—with pale shaggy hides 
that looked pinkish in the light from the luminous cloud. They had thick 


limbs with webbed four-toed feet and webbed claws that reminded Troy of 
aquaphibian hands. 

But it was in their faces that the real horror lay. Shaggy hair fell over 
them and through this glared big cold eyes, spaced widely above a thick 
snout of a nose that ended bluntly like a pig’s. Below the snout long 
whiskers bushed out, like those of some jungle cat, around a great gash of a 
mouth from which sabre-sharp canine teeth protruded over the pendulous 
fleshy lower lip. 

There was something vaguely familiar about those faces, obscenely 
horrific as they were. 

“Great Neptune!” Phones gasped. “What are they?” 

No one answered. Together they backed slowly towards the river as the 
creatures, of whom there must have been over a score now, moved towards 
them with amazing stealth for their bulk. 

“Any chance of swimming for it?” Phones asked hoarsely. 

“They can swim,” Troy said tersely. 

Even as he spoke there was a splash in the river and he glanced round to 
see more of the creatures diving in as if to take them from the rear. 

“Shall I fire just to warn ’em off, Troy?” asked Phones. 

“No. Make a dash for those rocks!” Troy ordered, pointing along the 
bank. “We’II hole up there and try to parley. If it’s no use...” 

He left the rest unsaid as they ran along the bank, the two WASPS 
covering the frightened girls and half-turned to deal with any sudden charge 
by the creatures. 

But the things shambled after them at the same unhurried pace, silently, 
deliberately, in a way that was far more terrifying than the shrieking charge 


of a horde of head-hunters. 


They seem so sure of themselves, Troy found himself thinking. They 
know we can’t escape. 

As he scrambled behind the rocks after the girls, Troy saw for the first 
time that one of the creatures was marked out slightly from the others. 

It was moving ahead of them, as if leading them, and it carried some 
kind of a weapon not unlike a short ray gun. About its huge grotesque head, 
just above the eyes, almost hidden in the shaggy hair, was a band of some 
dull gleaming metal. 

Troy fought back his horror and raised his hand palm outwards, hoping 
that if these creatures were intelligent enough to make a weapon, they 
would interpret his sign as one of peace, as even the most primitive of 
human savages had done. 

And then the leader raised his weapon and a pale violet ray stabbed out 
to dazzle Troy. Involuntarily he shut his eyes and cried out, although he felt 
nothing. 

In that moment he realised that it must have been this creature, or one of 
its kind, that he had seen in the blizzard outside the snow-jet. 

“Troy!” Atlanta’s anxious voice rang in his ears, her hand gripped his 
arm. “Troy! Are you all right?” 

“Guess so,” he said, blinking open his eyes and looking at her startled 
face. 

“Your head, it was all glowing, kind of purplish!” 

“Phones’s force screen was doing its job. It was a hypnotic beam that 
creature fired at me, like the one used on me out in the blizzard.” 

He looked at the creatures, which were still shambling towards the 
rocks some fifty feet away. The leader had lowered his ray and was looking 
at it almost in amazement, wondering perhaps why it had had no effect on 


Troy. 


“He doesn’t look intelligent enough to invent a ray like that, honey,” 
Troy said. “I wonder...” 

Suddenly the creature dropped the ray and broke into a shambling run 
towards the rocks. The others followed suit, making weird guttural animal 
noises. 

“They’re charging us, Troy!” yelled Phones. “Do we shoot?” 

“Guess there’s nothing else for it, Phones.” Troy said, grimly. “But [ll 
try to wing their leader with a harpoon first. Maybe that’ll discourage the 
others and give us a chance to make a break for it.” 

The shambling leader was barely twenty feet away now. Troy snatched 
Atlanta’s harpoon gun and aimed it at the creature’s massive hairy right leg. 

And then another ray stabbed down from above, a deep red pencil ray. It 
struck the tip of the harpoon gun as Troy was about to fire, shrivelling it 
like a piece of celluloid in a match flame. 

Troy felt a tingling shock and dropped the weapon, watching 
incredulously as the toughened metal flared like a magnesium strip. 

He looked up and saw that the red ray was coming from the luminous 
cloud floating high above them. 

Phones recovered from his shock and raised his atomic gun, sighting it 
on the cloud. Like lightning flash a greenish ray stabbed down, striking 
Phones on the shoulder and bathing him in a hideous green glow. 

The gun dropped from his nerveless hands and he stood there as if 
turned to stone. 

“Phones!” Troy gasped, a sick feeling inside him, convinced that his 
friend was fatally struck. 

He saw Phones’s eyes staring back at him, alive with a nameless terror. 

And then a voice said. “He is not dead, Earthman. He is paralysed. Now 


perhaps you will realise you are powerless to resist.” 


The next moment the hideous shaggy creatures were upon them. 


In the darkness of the subterranean lake where Stingray lay, three 
mechanical fish surfaced, and came to rest some yards away. 

Sinister green faces peered out at the WASP vessel. 

Inside one of the terror fish, an aquaphibian turned a control and the 
face of Titan appeared on the video screen. It was distorted and indistinct, 
for the video waves did not carry well through the miles of rock and ice that 
lay between the terror fish and the outside ocean. 

But Titan’s voice was clear when he spoke. 

“Well, slave? What have you to report?” 

The aquaphibian cringed. “O Mighty One, we are in a lake in the heart 
of the continent of ice. Stingray is here. There is no one in it. Shall we 
destroy it?” 

“Where is Tempest?” 

“We do not know yet, master. But a river flows into the lake. Perhaps he 
has gone up it.” 

“Two of you follow him. The others remain in the lake. I want Tempest 
and his crew alive if possible. But at all costs he must never return to 
Marineville alive! Fail me at your peril.” 

“We will not fail you, Mighty Titan.” 


CHAPTER 11 


The Zomid 


AS THE HORRIFIC CREATURES of the underworld charged Troy and his 
companions, he snatched the other harpoon gun from Marina and sprang in 
front of the girls, swinging the weapon like a club. 

He felt it bite home on the shaggy head of one of the creatures and it 
went down uttering a peculiar animal cry. Another took its place, grabbing 
at Troy with clawed hands. Again the harpoon swung and the creature fell 
across the first. 

But with Phones helpless, it was a battle against overwhelming odds, 
and presently a sweeping arm knocked the weapon from Troy’s hands and 
he went down under the crushing weight of two of the creatures. The fetid 
stench sent a wave of nausea through him. 

Talons raked at him and he felt blood spurt from his cheek. He heard 
Atlanta shriek as she was seized. 

And then, as he struggled futilely, he saw a thin violet ray stab down 
from the luminous cloud up against the roof of the cavern. It struck the skull 
of the leader of the creatures, who was distinguished only by that dull metal 
band about his head. The band glowed, and the ferocity died out of the 
creature. It uttered a series of guttural sounds that were almost like barks, 
and suddenly the creatures holding Troy down stopped clawing at him and 


rose, dragging him to his feet. 


He saw that others were holding the girls and Phones, who looked dazed 
and oblivious to what was happening. But to Troy’s relief his friend was no 
longer rigid with paralysis now that the red ray was not on him. 

Troy remembered the voice which had spoken before the shaggy 
creatures rushed him. It had been a strange, expressionless voice, which had 
seemed to speak in his brain rather than his ears. 

Earthman, the voice had called him. Surely that could only mean that 
whatever had spoken came from another world in space? 

He glanced up at the luminous cloud from which the rays had come. 
The violet ray which had struck the leader of the creatures must have given 
it an order, transmitted from that cloud, he told himself. 

He was convinced now it was a highly intelligent being. But what did it 
consist of—gas? He did not see why life should not take that form 
elsewhere in the universe. 

Troy didn’t see the violet ray touch the leader again, but it suddenly 
uttered another series of guttural sounds and the creatures began to force 
him and his companions across the cavern towards a section where 
stalagmites and stalactites formed a veritable forest of limestone pillars. 

The gloom seemed to recede before them and, glancing up, Troy saw 
that the luminous cloud was moving with them. Keeping an eye on things, 
he thought grimly. Some of the stalactites and stalagmites were enormous. 
Countless centuries of constant dripping of water percolating through from 
the surface of the continent had in places formed waisted columns ten feet 
across at their narrowest part. They looked like gigantic vases, their tops 
lost in the gloom of the cavern roof. 

He saw that many of the stalagmites were hollowed out into caves at 
their base. As he passed close to one, he noticed the floor was strewn with 


bones. 


Atlanta, being forced along just behind him, must have seen those 
bones, too. 

“They must live in those caves, Troy,” she said in a strained voice. 

“Guess so, honey. And some of those bones look like penguin and seal 
bones, so they must go hunting outside for their food.” 

“IT hope their diet doesn’t include WASPS,” Phones cut in with a grim 
attempt at humour. 

“T don’t think we’ve got much to worry about from these creatures so 
long as that cloud’s up there, Phones,” said Troy. “It must be exercising 
hypnotic control over the leader at any rate, and what he says seems to go. 
Maybe it was just as well I didn’t kill him back there.” 

The creatures were now hustling them towards one of the massive 
limestone columns, which was also hollowed out at the bottom. 

They were forced into the opening and the creatures left them there, 
after first tearing from their heads the force screens Phones had made. 

Troy was certain the screens were taken under the instructions of the 
intelligence that was directing the creatures. The fact that their masks and 
headlamps were not taken seemed to indicate that it knew the purpose of the 
screens. 

Troy found that his headlamp was still working and switched it on. In its 
light he saw they were standing in a cylindrical chamber some fifteen feet 
across, hollowed out of the limestone of the stalagmite. The walls were 
perfectly smooth, as if coated with dull plastic—fused in some way, he 
thought. 

He shone the beam upwards. The chamber became a cylindrical shaft 
that rose into the darkness beyond the range of the light. 


“Tt’s like an elevator shaft,” Atlanta said in a wondering voice. 


Phones uttered an exclamation, and Troy saw he was standing by the 
entrance, staring at it with an astonished expression. 

“What’s the matter, Phones?” 

“T tried to look outside to see where those horrors were going with those 
screen gadgets and it was as though I walked into an invisible fence.” 

“Force barrier, I guess.” Troy switched off his lamp. “You can just about 
see it from here, like a shimmering gauze curtain. It must refract the light 
rays.” 

“Something around here sure knows all the answers,” Phones growled. 
“We’d have more chance of getting out of here through barbed wire.” 

Marina tugged at Troy’s arm and pointed upwards. He looked up the 
shaft and saw it was no longer in darkness. From high above came that 
ghostly violet radiance. 

Then again he heard that strange expressionless voice. 

“Stand still in the centre, Earth people!” 

Once more Troy had the feeling that the voice sounded in his brain 
rather than in his ears, but he saw that the others had moved towards the 
centre, as if obeying the command, and wondered if it was an illusion. 

Atlanta clutched his arm suddenly and gasped. “Troy! We’re rising!” 

Troy glanced down, and his mouth went dry. They were rising all right. 
But the floor of the shaft wasn’t rising with them. They were floating 
upwards without visible aid, as if in an invisible silent elevator. 

“What the blazes!” Phones exclaimed. 

“We must be in an anti-gravity shaft,” Troy said. 

“You are right, Earthman.” 

Troy was sure of it now, that voice was in his brain. This being, 


whatever it was, used telepathic communication. 


“What are you?” he demanded. “You look like a cloud of vapour or gas 
to us.” 

“1 am the Zomid. The cloud you see is ionized neon gas, which I use to 
communicate with you and other creatures, such as those who captured you. 
Because their intelligence is so low I also have to control them with 
hypnotic rays.” 

“You sent one of them out in the blizzard to hypnotise me with a ray. 
Why didn’t you send the ionized cloud?” 

“T cannot risk sending it too far from me. If some natural force, such as 
lightning, discharged the ionized molecules, I should be powerless until I 
could create another.” 

They were almost up to the top of the shaft now, and before them was 
an opening, beyond which the luminous cloud was floating along a tunnel 
about fifty yards long, smooth-walled and perfectly straight, which Troy 
thought could have been bored by an atomic heat ray. 

“Come!” The command from the cloud registered in Troy’s mind, and 
he led the way into the tunnel, eager now to see this strange being which 
must have come from space, and used an ionized gas for its ears and eyes. 

Beyond the tunnel was a vast chamber like the domed crater of a 
volcano, illuminated by a bluish glow that came from below a rock gallery 
which vanished into the gloom on either side. 

“Look below!” 

The cloud was now hovering in the gloom above them. 

Troy’s mouth was dry as he stepped slowly out on to the gallery. He felt 
Atlanta grip his hand fiercely. What were they about to see? 

“There is no danger, if you do not look for more than a few seconds of 


your time.” 


Troy steeled himself and moved forward to the edge of the rock gallery. 
The others joined him and together they looked down. 

At first Troy was conscious of a vague sense of disappointment. He was 
prepared for any kind of horror, but all he could see was a vast shallow 
dome of some crystalline substance below which a blue vapour swirled. 

And then suddenly the mist cleared and below the transparent dome 
Troy saw a pulsating glowing mass that reminded him of molten metal in a 
huge crucible. 

It constantly changed colour. One moment it was purplish blue, the next 
dull red streaked with lead; then it was flaming crimson shot with black, 
changing rapidly through orange to deep blue. 

A witch’s cauldron filled with an evil brew, Troy found himself 
thinking. 

“Do not look too long upon me, Earth people.” 

As the warning registered in Troy’s mind, he stepped back, dragging 
Atlanta with him. 

“What are you?” he demanded, instinctively addressing the luminous 
cloud. “Where do you come from?” 

“T am the Zomid. I existed in space before I arrived here ten thousand of 
your years ago.” 

“Ten thousand?” Phones said hoarsely. “Then it was your space ship 
that landed in the lake of Avernus.” 

“T had no space ship. I am the Zomid. A cosmic explosion flung me off 
my course through the universe. It also caused the axis of your planet to tilt 
so that this region into which I fell became a wilderness of ice. It was a 
fortunate chance for me. It has permitted me to re-create myself without 


being disturbed by your people in their search for minerals.” 


“Re-create yourself?” Troy felt his scalp crawl when he thought of that 
glowing mass in the vast crater below. “How?” 

“My nucleus was not destroyed. Gradually I have absorbed radio-active 
elements buried beneath this continent you call Antarctica.” 

“You—you mean you’ve been doing that for ten thousand years?” 
gasped Atlanta. 

“What is ten thousand of your years in the age of the universe? But in a 
few of your months my task will be finished. I shall reach a source of the 
most powerful radio-active element in the universe, unknown to your men 
of science. It exists on few worlds. Then my growth will be accelerated and 
I shall generate enough energy to launch myself into space again.” 

“Energy?” Troy exclaimed, “but that means heat, tremendous heat!” 

“Heat hundreds of times greater than your men of science can produce 
with their nuclear explosions.” 

“But that might melt the ice cap. Great parts of our world would be 
flooded, there’d be enormous devastation, millions would be drowned.” 

“And if I, the Zomid, do not escape from your world into space, I shall 
perish. Go!” 

Phones growled and made an angry gesture at the luminous cloud. 
“Listen! You can’t...” 

“Forget it, Phones!” Troy said. “You might as well argue with an 
iceberg. Besides, it knows what you’re going to say before you say it. Let’s 
go!” 

He urged the two girls before him into the tunnel. “You think you will 
find a way to escape, Earthman, and get your scientists to destroy me. You 
will not escape. I have need of slaves with superior intelligence like 


yourselves. The seal-men have only the instincts of wild beasts.” 


“Seal-men,” Phones growled as they went along the tunnel, with the 
luminous cloud drifting behind them. “So that’s why they can swim and 
walk about in a blizzard.” 

“Guess so,” Troy said. “They must have evolved from prehistoric men. 
Give me a nice friendly bunch of cannibals any time.” 

The anti-gravity shaft was still operating. The luminous cloud remained 
at the top of the shaft, but their hopes of trying to make a break for it, in 
spite of what the Zomid had said, were dashed when some of the seal-men 
seized them as they emerged at the bottom, hustled them roughly to one of 
the stalagmite caves, and thrust them inside. 

They weren’t secured in any way, but the sight of those hideous brutes 
squatting around in their prehistoric limestone cave village was enough to 
discourage escape. 

“But we’ve just got to get away and warn Marineville,” Troy said 
desperately. 

“Even if we could settle this sweet little bunch, there’s still that ionized 
watchdog,” Phones muttered, looking at the luminous cloud, which was 
now again floating up by the roof of the cavern. 

“Can’t understand why it doesn’t hypnotize us and make sure we don’t 
make a break for it.” 

“That’s because you’re a human being, Phones. The Zomid’s an alien 
intelligence. It doesn’t think the same. Guess it just knows we can’t get 
away. It sure holds all the aces right now.” 

“Looks as though we’ll have to wait for the breaks, Troy. It might be a 
long wait. How about making up on some sleep? I’ll take first watch.” 

The girls were soon asleep. Troy lay there for a while, using his mask as 


a pillow, trying to think up some plan of escape. If they could only get to 


the tunnel through which the river plunged to the lake where Stingray lay, 
he felt they had a chance. 

But always his mind came back to that sinister cloud floating against the 
roof of the canyon. What was the use of making plans, anyway, he thought 
sleepily. Ten to one that thing up there was reading his thoughts all the time. 

It seemed that he’d scarcely dropped off when Phones was shaking him 
awake again. 

“My watch already?” he muttered drowsily. 

“Nope, something’s happened. It could be the break,” Phones whispered 
eagerly. “The watchdog’s gone.” 

Troy came wide awake and sat up quickly. He saw it was dark outside, 
although a faint luminescence from the limestone prevented it from 
becoming the pitch blackness he would have expected down here. 

The only sound was the gurgling of the swift-flowing river some fifty 
yards away. 

“Where did it go?” he whispered. 

“Tt moved back to this end of the cavern and vanished. My hunch is it’s 
gone back to that crater where the Zomid is, Troy.” 

“Could be. It told us it was powerless without it. Maybe there’s some 
chore it’s got to do. Maybe it can project other rays, Phones. Something 
must have bored that anti-gravity shaft and the tunnel to the crater where 
the Zomid is. What about those brutes?” 

“In the caves. Maybe it’s their bedtime.” 

“Then it’s now or never.” Troy rose silently to his feet and picked up his 
mask. “Rouse the girls and let’s go.” 

Putting on their swim masks, they crept from the cave. Troy wanted to 


take the lead, but Marina pressed his hand and went on ahead. He knew 


what she was trying to tell him, that she could see better in the dark than 
any of them. 

Atlanta kept close at his heels, and Phones brought up the rear. 

“Make for the river!” Troy whispered to Marina. “Once we’re in it, the 
current will take us down.” 

That faint luminescence from the limestone gave a ghostlike appearance 
to the stalagmites, but Troy and his companions were grateful for it, for it 
enabled them to pick their way between. 

But beyond the stalagmites the darkness was intense, and but for Marina 
they would have stumbled into the boulders that littered the cavern floor 
between the seal-man village and the river. 

Troy’s ears were sharpened for sounds of pursuit, but there were none, 
and, as they neared the river, his eyes went towards the blackness that hid 
the cavern roof. If the ionized gas cloud returned before they got to the 
tunnel... 

Marina halted suddenly, pressing his hand in warning. He passed back 
the signal to the others and they stood there bunched together, listening. The 
hairs on the back of Troy’s head bristled. Something was coming out of the 
river, over the bank, with a faint rasping sound that set his flesh crawling. 

A seal-man returning from hunting? 

He could hear Atlanta breathing quickly behind him. 

Had it seen them? 

Then Marina squeezed his hand urgently in a way he could not mistake. 
It was an aquaphibian, she was telling him. 

And in that same instant, a sinister sing-song voice said menacingly, 
“Tempest! You cannot see us, but we can see you. You come with us and 
make no trouble. King Titan he very pleased to see you, but he say you no 
come, you die.” 


Troy hesitated only a moment. He knew there was more than one of 
Titan’s creatures there. They would be armed. To resist would be suicide. 
And he knew the aquaphibians were not lying. Titan would have given half 
his kingdom to have the four of them in his power, to wreak his vengeance 
on them in his own cruel way. 

Why not let the aquaphibians take them safely out of the cavern? Once 
they were outside, then would be the time to try to turn the tables on them. 

“Okay! We won’t make trouble, fish face.” 

He heard the aquaphibians hiss in anger. These creatures of Titanica, as 
primitive in their way as the hideous seal-men from whom Troy and his 
companions were escaping, resented being compared with the fish with 
which they shared the oceans. 

“You pay for that insult, Tempest,” one of them said gratingly. “When 
King Titan is finished with you, I ask him to let me have what is left.” 

“And then I think you still live a little time more, Tempest, wishing to 
die,” the other aquaphibian snarled. “Come! Into the river! You go first.” 

“Sure never thought I’d be grateful for an escort of these horrors,” 
Phones growled, as he took Atlanta’s arm and steered her after the dim 
shapes of Troy and Marina. “I guess miracles can...” 

He broke off as guttural animal cries sounded in chorus behind them. 

“What that?” rasped an aquaphibian. 

“Friends of ours,” Troy said flatly. “They didn’t want us to go.” 

The aquaphibians were devoid of any sense of humour. 

“Friends?” one hissed. “We deal with them.” Clawed feet scuffled 
rapidly over the rocky ground and blood-curdling cries echoed through the 
silent cavern. 

Then flame laced through the darkness, streaming from the guns of 


Titan’s slaves. 


In its flickering 
light Troy saw a 
screaming horde of 
seal-men charging 
towards them. The 


foremost of them went 


fee i i 


down before _ the 
withering fire of the 
aquaphibians, to be 
trampled on by those 
behind. Another pair 
went down, but still 
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“Let’s get out of 
here!” yelled ‘Troy, 
pushing Marina 
towards the river. 

Phones and Atlanta 





came tearing after 
‘Let’s get out of here!" yelled Troy them, while behind 

them the seal-men still 

charged on, undeterred 

by the havoc the guns of the evilly-grinning aquaphibians was causing 


among them. 


As Troy plunged into the river, he looked back. The flickering of gun 
flame was suddenly extinguished as the aquaphibians went down under a 
crowd of ferociously snarling seal-men. 

“Our escort’s not coming,” Phones said, surfacing alongside Troy and 
Atlanta. “Let’s beat it!” 

“Look!” Atlanta cried, pointing off into the darkness along the cavern. 

Troy’s heart contracted when he saw that luminous cloud gliding slowly 
towards them, casting a faint violet light over the scene. He got a glimpse of 
a struggling heaving mass of shaggy bodies along the bank before he turned 
and pushed Atlanta downstream ahead of him. 

“Swim for it!” he yelled. “Our only hope is to get to the tunnel.” 

With Marina leading the way, they swam as they’d never swum before. 
Troy, bringing up the rear to cover Atlanta, who was the weakest swimmer, 
kept glancing back anxiously. 

Each time the Zomid cloud seemed to be nearer. But for the help the 
current was giving them it would have been overhauling them fast. 

Its eerie light now lit up the cavern ahead of them. 

Troy could see the dark mouth of the tunnel. It would be touch and go if 
they made it, he told himself. He wondered what the range of those rays 
was. 

And then Marina vanished into the darkness. A moment later Phones 
had followed her. 

“Faster, honey!” gasped Troy, swimming up alongside Atlanta. 

“J—I can’t. I—I’ll never make it. Leave me! Get to—Stingray! You 
must warn...” 

Grimly Troy gripped her round the waist and flung himself forwards 


and downward into the dark turbulent water, taking Atlanta with him. 


A split second later the red paralyser ray stabbed down and struck the 
bank. 

The torrent had them in its grip now. There was little need to swim, but 
Troy kept a tight hold on Atlanta, fearing she was exhausted and might be 
flung against the rock wall. 

Down through the narrow bore, where the water rose to the ceiling, they 
hurtled. The way up had seemed to take ages. Now they were through it ina 
flash. 

As they surfaced, Troy saw the bobbing light of Phones’s headlamp just 
ahead. He switched on his own and presently in its light he saw the mouth 
of the river ahead. Marina was already swimming out to Stingray. A 
moment later Phones, with a quick glance round to see if they were coming, 
plunged after her. 

By the time Troy and Atlanta reached the vessel the airlock was open. 
They scrambled inside. 

In the control cabin, Troy slammed himself into his seat. “We’ve got to 
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get away as fast as we can, Phones!” he gasped as he started the motors. 
“The Zomid might have the power to reach us here. Stand by to submerge!” 
But before Troy could give the command to flood tank Q for an 
emergency dive, Marina clutched his shoulder and pointed to the tunnel 
they had just left. Its darkness was being lit up by an eerie violet glow. 
Troy’s throat tightened. The cloud must be able to travel through water! 
“Stand by to fire port sting missiles!” he ordered. 
“But, Troy, how can they stop a cloud of gas?” Phones gasped. 
“We’ve got to try something! Its electric field might detonate the war 
heads. Stand by!” 
Deftly Troy swung Stingray bow-on to the tunnel. The ghostly radiance 


was growing. 


“Fire! One and two!” 

Two slim missiles flashed almost nose to tail from the port tube, 
skimming just below the surface, straight for the yawning mouth of the 
tunnel and that sinister glow. 

“Flood Q!” Troy ordered. 

The water rushed into the emergency tank, and the super-sub dived 
steeply. 

Even as its hydroplanes slid beneath the surface a terrific detonation 
sounded over the hydrophones and the water behind the diving vessel was 
lit by a lurid flame. 

“Well, they hit something!” Phones grunted. 

Then he yelled, “Troy! The scanners are registering again!” 

“Great! We’ll keep diving at maximum. I’ve got a hunch we’re not out 
of trouble yet, Phones.” 

Down... down... down... 

“Something’s happening,” Phones gasped. “The scanners are just going 
crazy. They’re registering shock waves galore.” 

“Odds are the roof of that cavern will collapse. We’ve got to beat it.” 

“Mechanical fish!” Atlanta cried, pointing to starboard. 

Phones set his teeth grimly as he saw the terror fish swinging to line its 
gaping mouth on the diving Stingray. If it got on their tail... 

He had to risk any danger from above. He flung the super-sub in a sharp 
curve just as a torpedo shot from the gaping fish mouth behind it. The Titan 
missile flashed past Stingray’s tail and hurtled on down. 

As Troy brought his vessel round in a loop to dive down on the tail of 
the terror fish, Phones yelled, “Look! Another one!” 

Hurtling upwards was a second terror fish, closing in to trap what its 


crew thought was Stingray. 


Too late they saw the Titan torpedo flashing down at them. Desperately 
the pilot flung his vessel backwards, but the deadly missile caught it on the 
underside and it disintegrated in flaming debris. 

The terror fish which had fired the torpedo tried to climb away. 

“Fire sting missile!” Troy ordered. 

The slim projectile sped true to its target, and the second of Titan’s 
warcraft sank after the first, a lurid skeleton. 

“Look out!” Phones said. “They usually hunt in threes, Troy!” 

“There she blows!” Troy exclaimed, pointing through the agitated water 
below them to where another mechanical fish was turning tail and diving 
down into the depths. 

Relentlessly Troy sent Stingray plunging after it. Nothing could match 
that six hundred-knot dive. The pilot of the terror fish realised that the 
super-sub was fast closing in for the kill. He tried to swing away, but in his 
panic he misjudged his distance and the mechanical fish crashed snout first 
into the rock wall of the great underwater shaft. 

As Stingray flashed on down, the terror fish exploded behind it. 

“Let’s go!” Troy said laconically. “This place is getting unhealthy.” 

Silence settled on the cabin for a few moments, and then into it crept a 
frightening whimpering. 

“Penelope!” gasped Atlanta, dashing into the standby lounge and 
snatching up the little penguin, which had squeezed itself between the 
couch and the bulkhead in its terror. “You poor little darling. What a selfish 
beast I am. I’d even forgotten we’d left you all alone on Stingray.” 

Troy and Phones exchanged grins. 

“Girls!” they muttered together. 

A little later when Stingray, able now to travel at normal speeds, 


surfaced beyond the ice floes, the cloudy sky over the mountains was lit up 


by a lurid glow, and flame and smoke were mushrooming from a conical 
peak. 

“Great Neptune!” gasped Phones, “did we do that?” 

“T guess we must have started it off,” Troy said. “The atomic warheads 
of the sting missiles probably started a chain reaction which went right back 
to the Zomid, and a mass of radio-active material like that just went through 
the roof, I guess. Lucky the fall-out can’t do any harm down here on the 


bottom of the world.” 


In the control tower at Marineville, Commander Sam Shore beamed at the 
special representative of TV 21. 

“Sure, mister! Stingray’s safe. All crew fit and well. Mission 
accomplished. Full details will be issued to the Press when passed by 
Security.” 

“Another message coming through from Captain Tempest, 
Commander!” interrupted the assistant controller. 

“Stand by!” Shore told the reporter. “Might be a scoop here for you.” 

“Tempest says he’s got an aquascan film he’d like you to see, sir,” 
added the assistant. 

Shore frowned. “More pretty pictures.” 

He broke off, staring at the video screen, on which a picture had 
appeared of a column of flame and smoke mushrooming from a conical 
peak above the Antarctic snowcap. 

“That’s all that’s left of the Zomid, sir!” Troy reported. “I'll be radioing 
a special report as we head back to base.” 


Shore grinned at the reporter. 


“That’s Tempest for you, young feller. When he hits trouble he does it in 
a big way. He’s started another volcano down in Antarctica to keep Mount 


Erebus company...” 


THE END 





